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} {0D 2 THE LATE MISS THRALE. NS 
* Tube populous homes of Death have just received within et 
k | porjale one who formed almost the last link of the chain whic 
\f | bound together the past and present generations, and a few word. | 
| would seem but a just, though passing, notice of the occurrence. 


The deceased lady was the youngest daughter (Lady Keith havin 
died recently) of MR. and MRS. TEHRALR, both of considerable 00 

| lebrity themselves, and forming the nucleus of a circle of sti 

. greater. MR. THRALE was the proprietor of the famous brew. | 
| | house, now, and since his death, known as that of BARCEAT an | F 
| | PzRKINS; was Member for Southwark; and a wealthy and influ : | | Pp 

] ential man, whose house was the resort of many of the most eminen 

menof his time. He married one of the beautiesof her day, Miss Heste 

| Lynch Salusbury, whose contribution to light literature, both as MR 

| | TaRALK, and by her second marriage, MRS. Prozzr, areknownenoug! 

to require no further reference. At his table were to be found suc 

men as GorůpsurrRH, Mureny, DR. BRAT TIR, DR. and Mrs 

BURNEY, SIR Jo8fUa REYNOLDS, LANGTON, OGLETHORPE 

GARRICK, cum multis aliis, and, greater than them all, DB B 

| JOHNSON, with“ the tin kettle tied to his tail,” Boswell. Ir wa 

; | idly imagined that Mr. THRALR'S mental endowments were of 

; | very secondary character compared with those of his wife, on 


IJ 
"+ 
= 
I 


JOHNSON, who must have known them both better than any on | | 
else, says, It is a great mistake to suppose that she is above hin 'F 
in literary attainments. She is more flippant, but he has ten time | 
her learning, He is a regular scholar, but her learning is that of 
| 8choolboy in one of the lower forms.“ The illustrious lexicographe | 
| was introduced to the family of MR. TEHRALR in 1765, through th 
| instrumentality of MURPHY, and in the library of MR. TmRALE' 
house at Streatham many of JounsoNn's writings were compose 
| Every reader of JoxnsoN is familiar with his impromptu addressee 
| to Ms. THRALE (who was complaining to him that, because 8h © 
was thirty-tive years of age, no one sent her any verses on he 
| birthday), beginning— D 


| = 5 Oft in dangers, yet alive a | 
4 | | We -= come to thirty-iiro,g/ 7 Y G9 | 
0, „„ ER. 


| Ms. TRHRALAH died in April, 1781—thus recorded in Jokxsox' 
| diary :=©* On Wednesday, the 11th April, was buried my dea 
friend, MR. THRALR, who died on Wednesday, the 4th, and wit 
him were buried many of my hopes and pleasures. I felt almos 
the last flutter of his pulse, and looked for the last time on the fac 
which had never been turned upon me but with respect an | - a 
benignity.“ Jokxsox left Streatham for ever in 1782, and cu - 
Mars. TfRALE altogether on her marrying (as successor to such | 7 > 
man as MR. TIRALR) the music master Prozzr. MR. TarAL: | *. 
left three daughters, the subject of this notice surviving them aa! 9 
and he also left £135,000 behind him, to provide for them amply. | 5 . 2 
His widow had an annuity of £4,000, and lived every other year a | 
Penzance, in Cornwall, on about £250 per annum, living the inter 
vening years in great splendour on the £7,750 (the accumulation o 
two years) in the gay city of Bath, where the writer of this littl: 
detail saw her open a ball, which she gave to celebrate her eighty 
first birthday. | | | 
The late Mrss TRRALE had passed her eighty-eighth birthday 
and died on the 5th instant, at her cottage in Knockholt, "a . 


that Ms. 


Seven Oaks, where she had resided upwards of fifty years. She w: 
buried at Streatham on the 13th instant, in the churchyard (th 
| family vault being closed against her by the Act), and her funera 
[| | was attended by the Trustees and Executors, BxrTI® MosTYN 
| | Exq,, aud the Honourable Mrs. ViiLzzs (Lapy Keirn's only 
| daughter), as chief mourners, and also by the RRV. TmoMa 
| Harman, the Rev. J. HALL, Mr. J. P. Ark IRS, Mr. Worsml 
(the Doctor), and Mr. Cox (the family Solicitor). | 

| Probably the most interesting part of the recital remains to 

| | told, DR. JonngoN was one of MR. THRALE'S executors, an 
| I personally superintended taking stock of the brewhouse, when it wa 
purchased by BARCLAT (of the family of BARCLAT, of Ury, th 
famous member of which walked the 1,000 miles in the 1, 00 
0 hours) and PRRKINSs (who had long been MR. TRRALE'Ss superin 
| ' |] tendent of the business), of whom the present firm are direc 

I relatives. This js all curious enough; but the reader must knox 
| I something still more so. Hamlet says | 

; 


have stopped some 


35 
22 


the brewhouse of BAROILAT 


urd appear, 


d on which that theatre stood 5 
they now draw 


* 
—— INC ERS 
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a-days they find; 
bs 


his moment by 
And what will make it more a 


and as the groun 
may not the said earth 


hy 


thousands of beer barrels ? 
where SHAKSPERE food found for the mind, 


ied att 


N 


« Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returnet 
into dust—the earth is dust; of the earth we make loam, and wh 


livering one of his lectures on SHAK8PBRE, introduced 


with reference to this singular circumstance, 
this paraphrase 


y occup 


PeREINS, 
Where they drew houses then, 


Food for the body now- 


To think, 


of 115 earth whereto he was converted might they not stop a bee 

rrel ?“ | | 5 
Now this grand piece of moral philosophy was often and ofte 

delivered on the boards of the Gloye Theatre (of which SHAKSPEB . 


— 


was part propristor); 
It was, 
Buxx, in de 


is actuall 
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and 
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Samuel Johnſon, LI 


LETTER CLXXXIII. 
To Mn. T H 


DEAR MADAM, Aſhbourne, October 6, 1777. 


OU are glad that I am abſent; and I 
am glad that you are ſick. When you 
went away, what did you do with your aunt? 
1 am glad ſhe liked my Suſy; I was always a 
Suſy, when nobody elſe was a Suſy. How 
have you managed at. your new place? Could 
you all get lodgings in one houſe, and meat 
at one table? Let me hear the whole ſeries 
of miſery; for, as Dr. Young ſays, T1 hve 


horrour. 
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Methinks you are now a great way off ; 


and if I come, I have a great way to come to 


you; and then the ſea is ſo cold, and the 
rooms are ſo dull; yet I do love to hear the 


eh roar and my miſtreſs talk—For when ſhe 
275 talks, ye gods! how ſhe will talk, I with I 


AWG 


eur were with you, but we are now near half the 
length of England aſunder. It is frightful to 


think how much time muſt paſs between vrit- 
ing this letter and receiving an anſwer, if any 
anſwer were neceſſary. 


Taylor is now going to have a ram; and 
then, aſter Aries and Taurus, we ſhall have 
Gemini. His oats are now in the wet; here 


is a deal of rain. Mr. Langdon bought, at 


Nottingham fair, fifteen tun of cheeſe ; which, 
at an ounce a-Piece, will ſuffice ar 3 
for four hundred and eighty thouſand men. 
This is all the news that the place affords. I 


purpoſe ſoon to be at Lichfield, but know not 


Juſt when, having been defeated of my firſt 
deſign. When I come to town, I am to be very 
buſy about my Lives, Could not 192 do 


ſome of them for me? 


1 am glad Maſter nie you, and run 
you all on rocks, and drove you about, and 
made 


3 „ 
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made you ſtir. Never be croſs about it. Quiet 
and calmneſs you have enough of—a little 
hurry ſtirs life—and, 


Bruſhing o'er, adds motion to the pool. 
OS | DRYDEN, 


Now pool brings my maſter's excavations into 

my head. I wonder how I ſhall like them; 

I ſhould like not to ſee them, till we all ſee 

them together. He will have no, waterfall to 
roar like the Doctor's. I ſat by it yeſterday, 

and read Eraſmus's Militis Chriftiani Enchiri- 

dion. Have you got that book? 

Make my compliments to dear Queeney. 

I ſuppoſe ſhe will dance at the Rooms ; and 

your heart will go one knows not how. 


I am, deareſt, and deareſt Lady, 
Your moſt humble ſervant, 


SAM. JOHNSON, 


+4 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


LETTER CLXXXIV. 


zz: Mrs TT HR A Lb E 


DEAR MADAM, October 10, 1777- 
AY ſo, ſuppoſing that I might come to 
town and negleCt to give you notice, or 
thinking ſome other ſtrange thought, but cer- 
tainly thinking wrong, you fall to writing 
about me to Tom Davies, as if he could tell 
you any thing that I would not have you 
know. As ſoon as I came hither, I let you 
know of my arrival ; and the conſequence is, 
that I am ſummoned to Brighthelmſtone 
through ſtorms, and coid, and dirt, and all the 
hardſhips of wintry journies. You know my 
natural dread of all thoſe evils; yet to ſhew 
my maſter an example of compliance, and to 
let you know how much I long to ſee you, and 
to boaſt how little I give way to diſeaſe, my 
purpoſe is to be with you on Friday. 


I am forry for poor Nezzy, and hope ſhe 
will in time be better; I hope the ſame for 
myſelf. The rejuveneſcency of Mr. Scraſe 
gives us both reaſon to hope, and therefore 

both 
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both of us rejoice in his recovery. I wiſh 
him well beſides, as a friend to my maſter. 

I eam juſt come home from not ſeeing my 


Lord Mayor's ſhew, but I might have ſeen at 


leaſt part of it. But I ſaw Miſs Weſley and her 
brothers; ſhe ſends her compliments. Mrs. Wil- 


liams is come home, I think a very little better. 
Every body was an enemy to that wig.— 1 ware a — 
We will burn it, and get drunk; for what is , 


joy without drink. Wagers are laid in the bs. -, 
city about our ſucceſs, which is yet, as the 3 a fe a, 

French call it, problematical. Well, but ſeri- nec au . 
ouſly I think I ſhall be glad to ſee you in your rhe 


own hair ; but do not take too much time in 


papering, and curling, and frizzing, and pow- 
dering, and getting out the powder, with 
all the other operations required in the culti- 

vation of a head of hair; yet let it be combed 


at leaſt in ſix weeks; if I were to indulge my 
wiſhes, but what are wiſhes without hopes, 
1 ſhould fancy the operation performed - one 
knows not when one has enough perhaps 
every morning. 


I _ deareſt Lady, 


55 Your, Oe. 
3 3 


Ka De. 


combing, _ twiſting, and papering, and un- us dow 


> nol wn a 
at leaft once in three months, on the quarter- row oma e. 


day—lI could wiſh it might be combed once 44 4. # ef 


w Pony £01 
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thither as ſoon as I can, 
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LETTER CLXXXV. 
To Mrs, T HR A L. E. 


DE AR MAD AM, | OKtober 13, 1777. 
ET I do love to hear from you. Such 
pretty kind letters as you ſend. But it 


gives me great delight to find that my maſter 


miſſes me. I begin to wiſh myſelf with you 


more than I ſhould do, if I were wanted leſs. 


It is a good thing to ſtay away till one's com- 
pany is deſired, but not ſo good to ſtay after 
it is deſired. 


You know I have ſome work to do. I did 


not ſet to it very ſoon ; and if I ſhould go up 


to London with cabins done, what would 


be ſaid, but that I was who can tell what? 


I therefore ſtay till I can bring up * 


to ſtop their mouths, and then 


Though I am ſtill at Aſhbourne, I receive 
your dear letters that come to Lichfield, and 
you continue that direction, for I think to get 


One 


FF =. Jv : g 4 _ 
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One of the does died yeſterday, and I am 
afraid her fawn will be ſtarved; I wiſh Mils 
Thrale had it to nurſe ; but the Doctor is now 
all for cattle, and minds very little either does 
or hens. 


How did you and your aunt part? Did 
you turn her out of doors to begin your jour- 
ney? or did ſhe leave you by her uſual ſhort- 
neſs of viſits? I love to know how you 
go on. 

I cannot but think on your kindneſs and my 
maſter's. Life has, upon the whole, fallen 
ſhort, very ſhort, of my early expectation; 


but the candor of ſuch a friendſhip, at an . — Dy 
age when new friendſhips are ſeldom acquired. 3 


18 is ſomething better than the general — / e of 


. . 


things gives man a right to expect. "| think 2 hm 


aA ACT xo — 


on it with great delight, I am not _ apt to ; | 


be delighted. 
J am, Oc. 


— —— — 
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L ETTER CLXXXVI. 


To Mrs. T H R A . . 


DEAREST LADY, Aſhbourne, Oct. 16, 1777. 


I AM juſt going out, and can write but little. 

How you ſhould be long without a letter 
I know not, for I ſeldom miſs a poſt. I pur- 
poſe now to come to London as ſoon as I 
can, for I have a deal to look after, but hope 
I ſhall get through the whole buſineſs. 


I wiſh you had told me your adventure, or 


told me nothing. Be civil to Lord x * * &, 


( 2 Ae neves he ſeems to be a good kind of man. _Miſs 
i c be Cu may change her mind; and will change it, it, 


when ſhe finds herſelf get more credit by 
dancing than by whiſt; and though ſhe ſhould 


continue to like, as the likes now, the harm is 
none. 


Do not yet begin, ove Madam, to think 
about he laſt. You may well dance theſe 
dozen years, if you keep, your looks as you 

have 
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have yet kept them; and I am glad that 
Hetty has no deſign to dance you down. 


The poor P —. I am ſorry for the girl; 
ſhe ſeems to be doomed, before her time, to 
weakneſs and ſolicitude. What is that Bed- 
rider the ſuperviſor? He will be up again. 
But life ſeems to be cloſing upon them. 


I hope you till continue to be ſick, and my 
dear maſter to be well. 


1 8am no ſender of compliments, but take 

them once for all, and deliver them to be kept 
as rarities by Miſs Owen, Mrs. Noeſbit, Miſs 
Hetty, and Dr. Burney. 


Still direct to Lichfield, for thither I am 
haſtening; and from Lichfield to London, 
and from London I hope to Brighthelmſtone, 
and from Brighthelmſtone gua terra patet. 


I am, deareſt of all dear Ladies, 


Your, &c. 
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LETTER CLXXXVI. 
od THRALE 


DEAR MADAM, Lichfield, Ocober 22, 1777. 


AM come, at laſt, to Lichfield, and am really 
glad that I am got away from a place 
where there was indeed no evil, but very little 
good. You may, I believe, write once to 
Lichfield after you recetve this, but after that 
it will be beſt to direct to London. 


Your throat is, I fuppoſe, well by this time. 
Poor Mrs. + * * #* it is impoſſible to think 
on without great compaſſion.— Againſt a blow 
ſo ſudden, and ſo unexpected, I wonder that 
ſhe ſupports herſelf. The conſolations of 
* * * * * s girls muſt indeed be painful. 
She had intended to enjoy the triumph of her 
daughter's ſuperiority. They were prepared 
to wiſh them both ill, and their wiſhes are 
gratified. There is in this event a kind of 
ſyſtem of calamity, or conflagration of the ſoul. 
Every avenue of pain is invaded at once.— 
Pride is mortified, tenderneſs is wounded, hope 

8 | 18 
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is diſappointed, —Whither will the poor Lady 
run from herſelf ? 


My viſit to Stowhill has been paid. I have 
ſeen there a collection of miſery. Mrs. Aſton 
paralytick, Mrs. Walmſley lame, Mrs. Hervey 
blind, and I think another lady deaf. Even 
ſuch is life. 


I hope dear Mrs. Aſton is a little better; 


it is however very little. She was, I believe, 


glad to ſee me; and to have any body glad to 


ſee me Is a great pleaſure. 


1 wil tell, while I think on it, that I really 
ſaw with my own eyes Mr. Chaplin of Lin- 
colnſhire's letter for Taylor's cow, accom- 
panied with a draught on Hoare for one hun- 
dred and twenty-ſix pounds to pay for her. 
Frank ſays, the young bull is not quite ſo big 


as the old one; Taylor, a think, I he is 
bigger. 


9 


I have ſeen but one new place this; journey, 
and that is Leek in the Morlands.— An old 
church, but a poor town. 


The days grow ſhort, and we have froſts; 


but I am in all weathers, Madam, 


Your, Oc. | 


* 
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LETTER CLXXXVIIL. 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MADAM, Lichfield, October 25, 1777. 


/ ; ſhocks me, if it be 


Ry . 1 true, which I can hardly think, for I am 


utterly unconſcious of it; I am very ſorry, 


Þ} N. might {wwe and yery much aſhamed. 


I am here for about a week longer, and then 
| "A purpoſe to haſten to London. How long 


iF . ger do you ſtay at Brighthetmſtone? Now the 


A. Ale wit FOmpany is gone, why ſhould you be the lag? 
A Lua, be je The ſeaſon of brewing will ſoon be here, if it 
. „bee , is not already come. We have here cold 
fle {4d weather, and loud winds. 5 


7 . . fo” Miſe Porter is better than is uſual, and Mrs. 
; Aſton is, I hope, not worſe, but ſhe is very 
bad; and being, I fancy, about ſixty-eight, 

is it likely that ſhe will ever be better? 


It is really now a. long time that we have 
been writing and writing, and yet how ſmall a 
part of our minds have we written? We 
ſhall meet, I hope, ſoon, and talk it out. 


You 
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You are not yet ſixty-eight, but it will 


come, and perhaps you may then ſometimes 
remember me. 


In the mean time, 3o not think to 8 young + | 
beyond the time; do not play Agnes ; and do * 5h * wg AY \f | 


not grow old before your time, nor ſuffer e wp fk 
_ yourſelf to be too ſoon driven from the ſtage. fir ee han le 
You can yet give pleaſure by your appear- , 0 — 
ance; ſhow yourſelf therefore, and be pleaſed N Ve * 
by pleaſing, It is not now too ſoon to be P74 

wile ; nor is it yet too late to be gay. tc ab cs 


Mm the „ tc 
Streatham is now, I ſuppoſe, the cighth . 4 te Fang 


wonder of the world; I long to fee it, but 4. 2 
do not intend to go till as I once ſaid before, _ 

my maſter, and you, and I, and nobody elſe 
ſhall be with us—perambulate it together. 


Cicely, I warrant you, will do well enough. 
I am glad you are ſo ſick, and nobody to pity. 
Now for another pretty little girl. —But we 
know not what is beſt. 


J am, deareſt Lady, 
Your, Qc. 


P. 8. Pay my reſpects to Miſs Owen. 


true he Haber, 4 
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LETTER CLXXXIX. 
T HR 


DE AR MADAM, Lichfield; October 27, 177. 
1 talk of writing and writing, as if you 
L had all the writing to yourſelf. If our 
correſpondence were printed, I am ſure poſ- 
terity, for poſterity is always the authour's 
favourite, would ſay that I am a good writer 
too.—Anch'io ſono pittore. To ſit down ſo 
often with nothing to ſay; to ſay ſomething 
ſo often, almoſt without conſciouſneſs of ſay- 
ing, and without any remembrance of having 
ſaid, is a power of which I will not violate my 
modeſty by boaſting; but I — not believe that 
every body has it. 

Some, when they write to their friends, 
are all affection; ſome are wiſe and ſenten- 
tious ; ſome * WR their powers for efforts of 
gaiety; ſome write news, and ſome write ſe- 
crets; but to make a letter without affection, 
without wiſdom, without gaiety, without news, 
and without a ſecret, is, Goulet, the great 
epiſtolick art. 

In a man's letters, you know, Madam, his 


ſoul lies naked, his letters are only the mir- 
rour 
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rour of his breaſt; whatever paſſes within 
him is ſhown undiſguiſed in its natural pro- 
ceſs; nothing is inverted, nothing diſtorted z 


you ſee ſyſtems in their elements; you diſ- 4 
cover actions in their motives. 


Of this great truth, ſounded by the b 
ing to the ignorant, and ſo echoed by the 
ignorant to the knowing, what evidence have 
you now before you? Is not my ſoul laid 
open in theſe veracious pages? Do not you 
ſee me reduced to my firſt principles? This 
is the pleaſure of correſponding with a friend, | 
where doubt and diſtruſt have no place, and A 42 — TY 
every thing is ſaid as it is thought. The ori- 2 Jn Z = | ö 
ginal idea is laid down in its ſimple Purity, ga, be | 
and all the ſupervenient conceptions are ſpread 2 e | 
over it ſtratum ſuper ſtratum, as they happen LI * | 
to be formed. Theſe are the letters by which“ A 3 nga 
ſouls are united, and by which minds naturally ***** & : | 
in uniſon move each other as they are moved , 
themſelves. I know, deareſt Lady, that in | 
the peruſal of this, ſuch is the conſanguinity I. „ wed? Ae. | 
of our intellects, you will be touched as I am Knew Kew ? l 
touched, I have indeed concealed nothing 


from you, nor _do L expect ever to 0 repent of ND He Arn 25 4 


* thus ; opened my heart. 3 . 4 ected 5 | 
4 am, Oe. ; 125 3 DES 
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rr 
To Mrs. T H RAL. E. 
DE AR MADAM, Lichfield, October 29, RY | 
+ hp renkinn after my laſt letter I might juſtly 
claim an interval of reſt, yet I write 
again to tell you, that for this turn you will 
hear but once more from Lichfield. This 
day 1 is Wedneſday, on Saturday I ſhall write 


again, and on Monday I ſhall ſet out to ſeek 
adventures for you know, 


None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


On Monday we hope to ſee Birmingham, 
the ſeat of the mechanick arts; and know not 
whether our next ſtage will be Oxford, the 
manſion of the liberal arts; or London, the 
reſidence of all the arts togither, The chy- 
miſts call the world Academia Paracelſi; my 
ambition is to be his fellow-ſtudent—to ſee 
the works of nature, and hear the lectures of 
truth. To London therefore—London may 

* 


ful. 
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perhaps fill me ; and I ts to fill * part of 
London. 


In the mean time, let me continue to keep 


the part which I have had ſo long in your 


-- 6 


kindneſs, and my maſter's ; for if that ſhould / / u, Fe 


grow | leſs, I know not 1 to find that *. have. forne 
| which max. - ſupply the diminution. But ut 1% 
hope what I have been ſo happy as to gain ay ft 43 


I ſhall have the happineſs of keeping. 


L always omitted to tell you that Lucy's 
maid took the worm-powder with ſtrict re- 
gularity, but with no great effect. Lucy has 

had ſeveral letters from you, but cannot pre- 
voail on herſelf to write; but ſhe is very grate- 


Mrs. Walmſley has been at Stowhill, and 
has invited me, when I come to Bath, to be 


at her houſe. Poor Mrs. Aſton either mends 


„ 


ev d „ 


week 22 


Hay n / — if 
2 — 2 4 


4e 


27 


not at all, or not perceptibly; but ſhe does 


not ſeem to grow worſe. 


I ſuppoſe * * * * * * * X is by this 
time recovered, and perhaps grown wiſer, than 
to ſhake his conſtitution ſo violently a ſecond 
time. 


Tor 1 Poor 


"com of 4. 


Le- 


42 
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Poor Mrs. * * * * *! One cannot think 
on her but with great compaſſion. But it is 
impoſſible for her huſband's daughters not to 
triumph; and the huſband will feel, as Roche- 
foucault ſays, ſomething that does not diſpleaſe 


him. You and I, who are neutral, whom 


her happineſs could not have Enos, may 
be honeſtly ſorry. | 


I am, dear Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CXCL 


To Mrs. T H R A I. E. 


DEAR MADAM, April 30, 1778. 


INCE I was fetched away from Streatham, 
the journal ſtands thus : 


Saturday.—Sir J. R. fr glu. Neon, 
Sunday. — Mr. Hoole. 


Monday.— Lord Lucan. . 
Tueſday. 
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Tueſday.— Gen. Paoli. 

Wedneſday.— Mr. Ramſay. 

Thurſday.—Old Bailey. 

Friday.—Club. 

vaturday.— Sir J. R. 

Sunday. —Lady Lucan. 

Monday. — Pray let it be Streatham, and 
very early; do now let it be very early. For 
I may be carried away—Juſt like Ganymede 
of. Troy. 
I hope my maſter grows well, and my miſ- 
treſs continues bad. I am afraid the ladies 


will be gone, and I ſhall ſay, 


—— 


She's gone, and never knew how much I lov'd 
her, 


Do now let me know whether you wall 
ſend for me—early—on Monday. But take 


ſome care, or your letter will not come till 


Tueſday. 
I am, deareſt Lady, 


Your, Oc. 
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LETTER CXCIL 
To Mrs. THRATLE. 
DEAREST: MADAM, EE October 15, 1778. 


n that are among all the wits, delighting 
and delighted, have little need of enter- 


tainment from me, whom you left at home 
unregarded and unpitied, to ſhift in a world 


to which you have made me ſo much a 
ſtranger; yet I know you will pretend to be 
angry if I do not write a letter, which, when 


you know the hand, you will perhaps lay 


aſide to be read when you are dreſſing to- 
morrow; and which, when you have read 


it, if that time ever comes, you will throw 


away into the drawer and ſay—ſtufk ! 


As to Dr. Collier's epitaph, Nollikens has 
had it ſo long, that I have forgotten how 


long. You never had it. So you may ſet 


the S— s at defiance. 
3 There 
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There is a print of Mrs. Montague, and 1 
ſhall think myſelf very ill rewarded for my 
love and admiration if ſhe does not give me 
one; ſhe will give it nobody in whom it will 
excite more reſpectful ſentiments. But I never 
could get any thing from her but by puſhing 
a face; and ſo, if you pleaſe, you may tell 
her. 


I hope you let Miſs S know how 
ſafe you keep her book. It was too fine for 
a ſcholar's talons. I hope ſhe gets books that 
ſhe may handle with more freedom, and un- 
derſtand with leſs difficulty. Do not let her 

forget me. | 


When I called the other day at Burney's, 
I found only the young ones at home; at laſt 
came the Doctor and Madam, from a dinner 
in the country, to tell how they had been 
robbed as they returned. The Doctor ſaved 


his purſe, but gave them three guineas and 


fome filver, of which they returned him 
three-and-ſixpence, unaſked, to pay the turn- 
pike. 


I have fat twice to Sir Joſhua, and he 
ſeems to like his own performance. He has 
C 3 Projected 


* 
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projected another, in which J am to be buſy; 
but we can think on it at leiſure, 


Mrs. Williams is come home better, and 
the habitation is all concord and harmony; 
only Mr. Levet harbours diſcontent. 


With Dr. Lawrence's conſent, I have, for 
the two laſt nights, taken muſk ; the firſt 
night was a worſe night than common, 2 
the ſecond a better, but not ſo much better 
as that I dare aſcribe any virtue to the medi- 
cine. I took a ſcruple each time, 


Now Miſs has ſeen the camp, I think ſhe 
ſhould write me ſome account of it. A camp, | 
however familiarly we may ſpeak of it, is one 
of the great ſcenes of human life. War and 
peace divide the buſineſs of the world. Camps 
are the habitations of thoſe who conquer king- 
doms, or defend them, | 


But what are wits, and pictures, and camps, 
and phyſicx? There is {till a nearer concern 
to moſt of us.—Is my maſter come to him- 


felt? Does he talk, and walk, and look about 


. 
P 
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mending before he went, and ſurely he has 
not relapſed. To grieve for evils is often 
wrong; but it is much more wrong to grieve 
without them. All ſorrow that laſts longer 
than its cauſe is morbid, and ſhould be ſhaken 
off as an attack of melancholy, as the fore- 
runner of a greater evil than poverty or 
pain. 1 

I never ſaid with Dr. Dodd that 7 love 
to prattle upon paper, but I have prattled 
now till the paper will not hold much more 
than my good wiſhes, which I ſincerely ſend 
you. e 


I am, Tc. 


11 628 
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LETTER CXCII. 


To Mr. THRALE. 


| : DEAREST LADY, London, October 24, 1778. 
* Neal. oP HAVE written Miſs fuch a long letter, that 
| 687, 3 I cannot tell how ſoon I ſhall be weary of 
He Go wore or Writing another, having made no new diſ- 
[ei coveries lince my laſt, either in art or nature, 
65 = e for which may not be kept till we ſee each 
1 other; and ſure that time is not far off. The 
Ducheſs is a good Ducheſs for courting you 

while ſhe ſtays, and for not ſtaying to court 
you, till my courtſhip loſes all its value. You 
|, „ war , A., are there as I would have you, except your 
Der UC. humours, When my maſter grows well, muſt 
1 * _ T2. 7 you take your turn to be melancholy? You 
1 appear to me to be now floating on the ſpring- 
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i 4, tide of proſperity; on a tide not governed by 
de deu LA ay the moon, but as the moon governs your 
Hi a4 de eaufe heads; on a tide therefore which is never 
* likely to ebb but by your own faults. I think 
it very probably in your power to lay up 
eight thouſand pounds a-year for every year 
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to come, encreaſing all the time, what needs 
not be encreaſed, the ſplendour of all external 
appearance. And ſurely ſuch a ſtate is not 
to be put into yearly hazard for the pleaſure 
of keeping the houſe full, or the ambition of 
outbrewing Whitbread. Stop now and you 
are ſafe—ſtop a few years and you may go 
ſafely on hereafter, if to go on ſhall ſeem 
worth the while. | 


I am ſorry for Mrs. * * * * we never 


could make any thing of the lawyer, when 


we had him among us. #* * * & has got 
ſome vanity in her head. Vanity always 
overſets a lady's judgment. I have not told, 


unleſs it be Williams, and I do not know that 


I have told her. If Streatfield has a little kind- 
neſs for me, I am glad. I call now and then 
on the Burney's, where you are at the top of 
mortality. When will you come home? 


,” 


Two days ago Dr. Lawrence ordered a new 
medicine, which 1 think to try to- night, but 
my hopes are not high. I mean to try how- 
ever, and not languiſh without reſiſtance. 


Young Deſmoulines is taken in 'an under- 
ſomething of Drury-lane; he knows not, I be- 
lieve, his own denomination. 


7 nm 
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My two clerical friends, Darby and Wor- 


thington, have both died this month. I have 
known Worthington long, and to die is dread- 


8 key ful. I believe he was a very good man. 
Io pee 5 I am, Oc. 
Kniverſel | : 

LETTER CXCIV. 
To A I HK A Je 
DEAR MADAM, Oktober 31, 1778, 


| f letter ſeemed very long a- coming, 
and was very welcome at laſt; do not 
be ſo long again. 


Long live Sir John Shelly, that knres my 
maſter to hunt. I hope he will foon ſhake 
off the black dog, and come home as light as 
a feather. And long live Mrs. G, that 
downs my miſtreſs. I hope ſhe will come 
home as flexible as a ruſh. I ſee my wiſh is 

rather ambiguous, it is to my miſtreſs that I 
wiſh flexib: yy. As to the imitation imputed 
tO 
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to Mrs. G „if ſhe makes any thing like 


a copy, her powers of imitation are very great, 
for I do not remember that ſhe ever ſaw me 
but once. If ſhe copies me ſhe will loſe more 
credit by want of judgment than ſhe will gain 
by quickneſs of apprehenſion. 


Of Mrs. B I have no remembrance; 
perhaps her voice is low. 


Miſs * * * * is juſt gone from me. I told 


her how you took to them all; but told her 
likewiſe how you took to Miſs * * * *. All 
poiſons have their antidotes. 


Sir Joſhua has finiſhed my picture, and it 
ſeems to pleaſe every body, but I ſhall wait to 
fee how it pleaſes you. 


Of your conditions of happineſs, do not 
ſet your heart upon any, but what Providence 
puts in your-own power. Your debts you 
may pay—much you may lay up. The reſt 
you can only pray for. Of your daughters, 
three are out of the danger of children's diſ- 


tempers, the other two have hardly yet tried 


whether they can live or no. You ought not 


yet to count them among your ſettled poſe 


ſeſſions. 
1 
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Is it true that Mrs. D 
It will give her great influence. 

To-day Mrs. Williams and Mrs. Defmou- 
lines had a ſcold, and Williams was going 
away, but I bid her 20 turn tail, and ſhe 
came back, and rather got the upper hand. 


is enceinte? 


I wiſh you would come back again to us 
all; you will find nobody among your fine 


ladies that will love you as you are loved by, 


Deareſt Lady, 
Your, Oc. 


LETTER: CXCV. 
To Mr. T HR AI. E. 
DEAR MADAM, | Nov. 9, 1778. 
* Lord Mayor has had a diſmal day.— 


Will not this weather drive you home? 
Perhaps you know not any body that will be 


glad to ſee you. I hope our well will yield 


water again, and ſomething fuller you will 
find the pond ; but then all the trees are 


naked, and the ground damp—but the year 


mult go round. 
RE While 
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While you are away I take great delight 
in your letters, only when you talk ſo much 
of obligations to me, you ſhould conſider how 
much you put me into the condition of honeſt 


nu 8: 


Young Deſmoulines thinks he bu got ſome- 
thing, he knows not what, at Drury-lane ; 
his mother talks little of it.—Sure it is not a 
humm ? Mer. Levet, who thinks his ancient 
rights invaded, ſtands at bay, fierce as ten 
furies. Mrs. Williams growls and ſcolds, but 
Poll does not much flinch. Every body is in 
want. I ſhall be glad to ſee Streatham again, 3 
but I can find no reaſon for going to Bright- ; f 
helmſtone, but that of ſeeing my maſter and 
you three days ſooner. | MY 4 


am, Tec, 
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LETTER CXCVL 


Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


Brighthelmſtone, Nov. 11, 1778. 
* ou are very kind, dear Sir, in wiſhing 
us at home, and we are very much 
obliged to you for all your good wiſhes, and 
all your good help towards our happineſs ; 
=: notwithſtanding the worthy parallel you draw 
{3:48 between yourſelf and honeſt Foſeph. That 
MH AU 45 . Lee (letter in Clariſſa was always a favourite of 
A. kar genen , \mine—'tis nature, tis truth, and what I de- 
light in ſtill more, 'tis general nature, not 
particular manners, that Richardſon repreſents: 
— Honeſt Joſeph, and Pamela's old father and 
mother, are tranſlatable, not like Fielding's 


„ 

1 2 pinion . fat landladies, who all ſpeak the Wiltſhire 
Th * 

FA a2 tar bom. . dialet—arrow man, Or, arroꝛo woman, in- 
one, * ſſtead of cer a man and der a woman, Such 


h (doen, cs RY) minute attentions to things ſcarce worth at- 
r fn 4.9 9A. 1 | ö Mn 

A 1 1 es | | tending to, are at beft, excellencies of a 

_ / ant. meaner kind, and moſt worthy the partiality 

4 of him who collects Dutch paintings in pre- 


ference. 
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ference to the Italian ſchool. But I dare not 


add another word on this ſubject, though you 
are a Richardſonian yourſelt. 


With regard to coming home, en lo que 
loca al rebuſnar, as Sancho ſays ; I have leave Ae dee. „ fave 
to be explicit. Burney ſhall bldg you on the wee Tobago ar: 
26th; ſo now we may talk about Richardſon 

and Fielding if we will, or of any thing elſe 
but coming home; for d1d not wiſe Ulyiles 
go to ſleep as ſoon as he was within fight of 
his own country, which he had hunted no 
teſs than ten long years? And does not the 
Iriſhman, when at half the earth's diameter 
from his miſtreſs, cry out, Ah my dear Shee-. 
lah O' Shalab, were I once within forty miles 
of thoſe pretty eyes, I would never defire to be 
nearer them in all my life? So why ſhould _ | 
not I, aſter fretting to come home ever ſince 
we came hither, though I never ſaid ſo— 
why ſhould not I, now the day is fixed ; 
og and think no more on't? That, _w__ | | | 


r. Johnſon, is a bad place of which the 
* good thing is bad weather —yet that is 
true of Brighthelmſtone this Autumn; and —- 
laſt week we had ſome ſtorms that were _ q 


ſublime. To ſee the ſhip how ſhe fought, as 
5 the 
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the Clown ſays, and the ſea how he flap-dra- 

goned it, was a fine fight to us ſafely poſted 

oblervers—Swuave mari magno, &c,—And what 

are Mrs. Williams and Mrs. Deſmoulines com- 

pared to the winds and the waves? There 

are horn lanthoras (you remember) and paper 
lanthorns, but what are they when oppoſed 

to the ſun and the moon? Winter is coming 

on apace, that's certain; and it will be three 

months at leaſt that we ſhall live without the 

: fight of either leaf or bloſſom ; we will try 

good fires and good humour, _ make our- 

6-2 | ſelves all the amends we can. have loſt 

. . more than Spring and Summer haus loſt 

I. ws lau., „ what made my happineſs in all ſeaſons of the 

1 year ;_ but the black dog ſhall not make prey 


Wl „,. ber . 
Wet: ee of _| both my maſter and wyſelf.— — Much is 


MRP, 4 Ly 8 ne x | 
7 of. What then remains, but well what” s left to uſe? 
And keep good humour ſtill, whate'er we loſe. 


The ſpeech in this place is, how we eſcape 
the melancholy months that ſhew-a decaying 
year, becauſe there are no leaves to fall for- 
ſooth.—But don't you know April from No- 
vember without trees? Methinks, wanting 
woods to tell the ſeaſons, 1 is as bad as wanting 

a wea- 
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a weathercock to know which way the wind 
| blows. Here is Mr. * * * * *, however 
who talks all about taſte, and claſſics, and 
country cuſtoms, and rural ſports, with rap- 
ture, which he perhaps fancies unaffected 
was riding by our chaiſe on the Downs yeſ- 
terday, and ſaid, becauſe the ſun ſhone, that 
one could not perceive it was Autumn, for, 
ſays he, there is not one tree in ſight to ſhew 
us the fall of the leaf; and hark! how that 
ſweet bird ſings, continued he, juſt like the 
firſt week in May. No, no, replied I, that's 


nothing but a poor robin-redbreaſt, whoſe. 
chill wintry note tells the ſeaſon too plainly, 


without aſſiſtance from the vegetable king- 
dom. Why, you amaze me, quoth our friend, 
J had no notion of that. Yet Mrs. x & * * 
ſays, this man is a natural converſer, and Mrs, 
* * * * is an honourable lady. 


My maſter is a good man, and a generous, 
he has made me ſome valuable preſents here; 
and he ſwims now, and forgets the black dog. 


Mr. Murphy is a man whoſe eſteem every 
one muſt be proud of; I wrote to him about 
Evelina two days ago. 1 
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Mr. Scraſe is the comfort of our lives here. 
Driven from buſineſs by ill health, he con- 
centrates his powers now to ſerve private 
friends. For true vigour of mind, for inva=- 
riable attachment to thoſe he has long loved, 
for penetration to find the right way, and 
ſpirit to purſue it, I have ſeen none exceed 
him. How much more valuable 1s ſuch a 
character than that of a polite ſcholar, your 
belles lettres man, who would never have 
known that bees made honey, had not Vir- 
gil written his Georgicks ? 


Your viliting ticket has been left very com- 
pletely in Wales. Was it the faſhion to leave 
cards in Prior's time? I thought not Vet 
he ſeems to allude to the cuſtom, when he 

fays, People | 


Should in life's viſit leave their name; 
And in the writing take great care 
That all was full, and round, and fair. 


The Welch, I once told you, would never 
be ungrateful—a-propos, I am not myſelf half 
grateful enough to Mr. Fitzmaurice, for his 
unſought and undeſerved civilities towards 
me, concerning my old houſe and pictures in 
Wales —Though you deſpiſe them, you do 

got, 
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not, it am ſure, deſpiſe me for deſiring that 
he ſhould be pleaſed. So now do pray help 
to diſcharge ſome of my debts of politeneſs, 
and write him a pretty letter on his ſon's 
birth—and get it finiſhed, ſigned, ſealed, and 
delivered at furtheſt—before the e boy comes of 


age, if you can. 


My friend * * * # is dying, ſure enough; 
but dear Mrs. x # * * * need be in no con- 
cern for his future ſtate, on the ſame ſcore ſhe 
trembled for her huſband's: do you remem- 
ber how prettily ſhe congratulated me that my - 
mother would go to heaven, while poor . 
ſays ſhe, God knows what will become of 
him! for if it were not for the Mayoril he 
would never have known Chriſtmas from 
Whitſuntide. Ah! dear Sir, and don't you 
think I prize you more, now I have loſt my 
laſt ſurviving parent: Such a parent !—Yes, | 
yes—one may have mn children, but amor | | 


deſcendit, it is by one's father and mother 7 e A. e. 


alone that one is loved. I, poor ſolitary Lc 2 


Wretch! have no regard now from any one, 
except what I can purchaſe by good behavi- 
our, or flattery, or inceſſant fatigue of atten- 
tion, and be worked at beſides, ſick or well, 
with intolerable diligence, or elſe I loſe even 
"WW 4 you, 


one . Cit 5 15 Jam now far from n happy, yet I dreſs, and 


et. . 
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you, whom 1 daily eſteem more, as I ſee the 


virtue of ſome ſo diluted by folly, and the 
underſtanding of others ſo tainted by vice. 


ance) , ad wor dance, and do my - beſt to ſhew others how 


4 | j the K. f foryy 


F at . WA co» merry I am. 


It is the Winter robin that 
twitters though, not the Summer throſtle that 
ſings. 


I long to come home, but wherever I am 
Lebend on my being aer. 


DEAR OIR, 


Your moſt obedient ſervant, 
H. IL. THEAALE 
Mr. Scrafe gives us fine fruit; I wiſhed you 


my pear yeſterday, but then what would one 
fear have done for you? 
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LETTER CXCVIL. 
To Mr. THRALE. 


DE AREST MADAM, Nov. 14, 1778. 


N App I really think I ſhall be very glad to 
ſee you all ſafe at home. I ſhall eaſily 
forgive my maſter his long ſtay, if he leaves 


the dog behind him. We will watch, as well 


as we can, that the dog ſhall never be let in 


again, for when he comes the firſt thing he 


does is to worry my maſter. This 'time he 
gnawed him to the bone. Content, ſaid Rider's 


almanack, makes a man richer than the In- 
dies. But ſurely he that has the Indies in his 
poſſeſſion, may without very much philoſo- 
phy make himſelf content. So much for my 
maſter and his dog, a vile one it is, but I hope 
if he is not hanged he is drowned; with an- 
other luſty ſhake he will pick my maſter” r's 
heart out. 


3 have begun to take valerian; the two laſt 
nights I took an ounce each night—a very 


loathſome quantity. Dr. Lawrence talked of 


A Aeon, but I ſay, all or nothing. The 
D 3 :: firſt 
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firſt night I thought myſelf better, but the 
next it did me no good. 


Young Deſmoulines ſays, he is ſettled at a 
weekly pay of twenty-five ſhillings, about 
forty pounds a- year. Mr. Macbean has no 
buſineſs. We have tolerable concord at home, 
but no love. Williams hates every body. 
Levet hates Deſmoulines, and does not love 
Williams. Deſmoulines hates them both. 
Poll loves none of them. 


Dr. Burney had the luck to go to Oxford 
the only week in the year when the library 
is ſhut up. He was however very kindly 

- treated; as one man is tranſlating Arabick, and 
another Welſh, for his ſervice. Murphy told 
me that you wrote to him about Evelina. 
Francis wants to read 1 it. 


0 fangen, He e. pray why ſo? IS it not as fit that 8 | 
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\, Ae + af Au ſhoul 
ö Ae * =. old old lunes, and To am I. I. Well, I do not much 


d bring Burney ? M. My maſter is in his 


care how it is, and yet—at it again. 


Pray make my compliments to Mr. Scraſe. 
He has many things which I wiſh to have, 
his knowledge of buſineſs and of the law. He 
has likewiſe a great chair. Such an one my 
Maſter 
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Maſter talked of getting; but that vile black 
dog— 7 | 

Mrs. Queeney might write to me, and do 
herſelf no harm; ſhe will negle& me till 1 
| ſhall take to Suſy, and then Queeney may 
break her heart, and who can be blamed? I 
am ſure I ſtuck to Queeney as long as I could. 


Does not Maſter talk how full his canal 
will be when he comes home. Now or never. 
I know not how the ſoil was laid; if it ſlopes 
towards the canal, it may pour in a great deal of 
water, but I ſuſpect it ſlopes the wrong way. 


This is but the fourteenth day; there are 
twelve more to the twenty-{1xth. Did you 
ever hear of notching a ſtick? however we 
have it in Horace—truditur dies die; as twelve 
days have gone, twelve days will come. 
Hector of Birmingham juſt looked in at 
me. He is come to his only niece, who is ill 
of a cancer; I believe with very little hope, 
for it is knotted in two places. 


[ think at leaſt I grow no worſe; perhaps 
valerian may make me better. Let me have 
your prayers. 0 


I am, deareſt Lady, 


Your, Oe. | 
D4 
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LETTER &II. 


To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, | Nov. 21, 7s. 


] WILL write to you once more before you 
come away; but il mihi reſcribas—l 
hope ſoon to ſee you. Burney and I have 
ſettled it; and I will not take a poſt-chaiſe, 
merely to ſhew my independence. 


Now the dog is drowned, I ſhall ſee both 
you and my maſter juſt as you are uſed to be, 
and with your being as you have been, your 
friends may very reaſonably be ſatisfied. — 
Only, be better if you can. 


Return my thanks, if you pleaſe, to Queeney 
for her letter. I do not yet deſign to leave 
her for Suſy ; but how near is the time when 
ſhe will leave me, and leave me to Suſy, or 
any body elſe that will pick me up. 


— Currit enim ferox 


Etas, et illi, quos tibi demſerit, 
Apponet annos.— 


Queeney, 


N 
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Queeney, whom you watched while I held 
her, will ſoon think our care of her very | 
ſuperfluous. | 


Miſs Biron, and, I ſuppoſe, Mrs. Biron, is 
gone. You are by this time left alone to 
wander over the Steine, and liſten to the | 11 
waves. — This is but a dull life. Come away | " 
and he buſy, and count your poultry, and [ 
look into your dairy, and at leiſure hours : 
learn what revolutions have happened at Strea | 
tham. | | 


I believe I told you that Jack Deſmoulines | 
is rated upon the book at Drury-lane five- * 
and-twenty ſhillings a-week. 


Baretti has told his muſical ſcheme to || 
B : , and B—— wil neither grant the A 1 1 
queſtion nor deny. He is of opinion, that if it a 2 — 

2 7 : | a eä 
does not fail it will ſucceed, but if it does * . 


not ſucceed he conceives it muſt fail. | 2 5 IN 


f 2 an) 
It is good to ſpeak dubiouſly about futurity, ho m_ 


It is likewiſe not amiſs to hope. 6 


Did I ever tell you chat & & 4 * * was ee, 5 ger 
married? It ſo fell out, that + „ * * & fell f 
1 
in love with a girl whoſe fortune was ſo / 
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ſmall that he perhaps could not mention it to "Te — 4a 3. 
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his father; but it happened likewiſe, by the 
lottery of love, that the father liked her ſo 


well, as himſelf to recommend her to * * * *. 
Such coincidence is rare. 
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Come now, do come home as faſt as von 
can: 


Come with a whoop, come with a call, 
Come with a good will, or come not at all. 


I am, Oc. 


TEFTTER CXCIXK, 


To Mrs. THRALE. 


March 10, 1779. 


A fo, fear Madam, it is a mumm to 
ſee who will ſpeak firſt. I will come to 
ſee you on Saturday, only let me know whether 
I muſt come to the Borough, or am to be taken 
p here. 


Baretti's golden dream is now but ſilver. 
He is of my mind; he ſays, there is no 
money for diverſions. But we make an- 
| other 
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other onſet on Friday, and tne is to be the 
laſt time this ſeaſon. | 


| ins 


I got my Lives, not yet quite printed, put 
neatly together, and ſent them to the King; 
what he ſays of them I know not. If the 
King 1 is a Whig, he will not like them ; but 
is any king a Whig ? 


So far had I gone, when in came Mr. 
Thrale, who will have the honour of bring- 
ing it. 


I am, Tc. 


LETTER 
To. Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, March 18, 1779. 


| _—_ ERE is ſome comfort in writing, when 
ſuch praiſe is to be had, Plato i is a mul- 
titude. 


On Monday I came late to Mrs. Veſey. 
Mrs. Montague was there; I called for the 
print, and got good words. The evening was 
not brilliant, but I had thanks for my com- 


7 5 
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pany. The night was troubleſome. On 
Tueſday I faſted, and went to the Doctor: he 
ordered bleeding, On Wedneſday I had the 
teapot, faſted, and was blooded. Wednefday 
night was better. To-day I have dined at 
Mr. Strahan's at Iſlington, with his new wife. 
To-night there will be opium. To-morrow 
the teapot. Then heigh for Saturday. I with 
the Doctor would bleed me again. Yet every 


body that I meet ſays that I look better than 
when I was laſt met. 


I am, deareſt Lady, 
Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCl. 
To Mis. T H R A I. E. 


DEAR MADAM, May 20, 1779. 


= viciſſitudes of things, and the eddies 


of life, are now carrying you ſouthward, 
and me northward. When ſhall we meet 
again? 


I muſt beg of you to ſend Mr. Watſon's 
papers to my houſe, directed for him, and 
ſealed 
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ſealed up. I know not whether he does not 
think himſelf in danger of piracy. 


Take care that Suſy ſees all that Sophy has 
ſeen, that ſhe may tell her travels, and give v 
them a taſte of the world. And take care, \{ 
and write to me very often, till we meet 
_ and keep Maſter 1 in good — of 
V. ale. 


LETTER es 
To Mn. T HR 


MADAM, | Lichfield, May 29, 1779. | 
1 HAVE now been here a week, and will try \| 

to give you my journal, or ſuch parts of 
It as are fit in my mind for communication. 


On Friday.—We ſet out about twelve, and 1 
lay at Daventry. = 


On Saturday. we dined with Mr. Rann 
at Coventry. He intercepted us at the town's 
end. I ſaw Tom Johnſon, who had hardly 
life to know that I was with him. I hear he 
is ſince dead. In the evening I came to 

Lucy, 
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Lucy, and walked to Stowhill ; Mrs. Afton 
was gone or going to bed; I did not ſee her. 


Sunday. — After dinner I went to Stowhill, 
and was very kindly received. At night I 
ſaw my old friend Brodhurſt—you know him 
E the play- fellow of my infancy, and gave 
him a guinea. 


Monday.—Dr. Taylor came, and we went 
with Mrs. Cobb to Greenhill Bower. I had 
not ſeen it perhaps for fifty years. It is much 
degenerated. Every thing grows old. Tay- 
lor is to fetch me next Saturday. 


Mr. Green came to ſee us, and I ordered 
ſome phylſick, 


Tueſday.—Phyſick, and a little company. 
1 dined, I think, with Lucy both —_— and 
Tucſdby. 


Wedneſday. I had a few viſits, from Peter 
Thurſday. J Garrick among the reſt, and 
dined at Stowhill. My breath very ſhort. 


Friday.—T dined at Stowhill. I have taken 
Phyſick four days together. 


Saturday. Mrs. Aſton took me out in her 
chaiſe, and was very kind, I dined with Mrs. 
Cobb, 
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Cobb, and came to Lucy, with whom I found, 


as I had done the firſt days Lady Smith and 
Miſs Vyſe. 


This is the courſe of my life. You do not 
think it much makes me forget Streatham, 
However it is good to wander a little, left one # 
ſhould dream that all the world was Streatham, 1 
of which one may venture to ſay, none but it= | : 


ſelf can be its . 


1 am, Oc. 


LETTER Colli. 


To Mis. T H R A L E. 


DE AR MADAM, Aſhbourne, June 14, 1779. 
8 u account of Mr. Thrale's illneſs is 
very terrible ; but when I remember that 
he ſeems to have it peculiar to his conſtitution, 
that whatever diſtemper he has, he always has 
his head affected, I am leſs frighted. The 4 wa, -E, 


ſeizure was, I think, not apopleCtical, but hy- i , . . . 


ſterical, and therefore not dangerous to life. — 2 3 


I would 20m), P 
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I would have you however conſult ſuch phy- 


ſicians as you think you can beſt truſt. Brom- 


field ſeems to have done well, and by his 
practice appears not to ſuſpect an apoplexy. 
That is a ſolid and fundamental comfort. I 
remember Dr. Marſigli, an Italian phyſician, 
whoſe ſeizure was more violent than Mr. 


Thrale's, for he fell down helpleſs, but his 


caſe was not conſidered as of much danger, 


and he went ſafe home, and is now a pro- 


feſſor at Padua. His fit was conſidered as 
only hyſterical. 


I hope Sir Philip, who franked your letter, 


comforts you as well as Mr. Seward. If I 
can comfort you, I will come to you, but I 
hope you are now no longer in want of any 


help to be happy. 
I am, &c. 


The Doctor ſends his compliments; he is one 
of the people that are growing old. 


& 
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LETTER an = 


/ 


To Mrs. T HR A. E. 


DEAR MADAM, Aſhbourne, June 14, 1779. 
ow near we all are to extreme danger. 
11 We are merry or ſad, or buſy or idle, 
and forget that ' death is hovering over us. 
You are a dear lady for writing again, The 
caſe, as you now deſcribe it, is worſe than I 
conceived it when I read your firſt letter. It 
is ſtill however not apoplectick, but ſeems to 
have ſomething worſe than hyſterical, a ten- 
dency to a palſy, which I hope however is 
now over. I am glad that you have Heber- 
den, and hope we are all ſafer. I am the more 
alarmed by this violent ſeizure, as I can im- A . 
pute it to no wrong practices, or intemperance eons £; 
of any kind, and therefore know not how any . Sony loſe: [ 
defence or elaine can be obtained. Mr. ZZ... A « \ 
Thrale has certainly leſs exerciſe than when %+ - mm | 
he followed the foxes, but he is very far l 4 4. 
from unwieldineſs or inactivity, and further 
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ſtill from any vicious or dangerous exceſs, I 
fancy, however, he will do well to ride more. 


Do, dear Madam, let me know every poſt 
how he goes on. Such ſudden violence is 
very dreadful ; we know not by what it is let 
looſe upon us, nor dy what its effects are li- 
mited. | 


If my coming can either aſſiſt or divert, or | 
be uſeful to any purpoſe, let me but know. 
J will ſoon be with you. 


-. -1rs. Kennedy, Queeney's Baucis, ended 
| laſt week a long life of diſeaſe and poverty. 
She had been married about fifty years. 


Dr. Taylor is not much amiſs, but always 
complaining. 


I am, c. 


P. S. Direct the next to Lichfield. 
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. | f f 
LETTER CCV. ö 

To Mrs. T HRA L E. i 
| 


DEAR MADAM, Aſhbourne, June 17, 1779. 
T is certain that your firſt letter did not 
alarm me in proportion to the danger, 
for indeed it did not deſcribe the danger as it 
was. I am glad that you have Heberden, 
and hope his reſtoratives and his — 
vatives will both be effectual. In the pre 
ſervatives dear Mr. Thrale muſt concur; 2 . e forage. pr 
what can he reform ? or what can he add to a -e fou. thas ö 
| 


his regularity and temperance? He can only = ale woul Cob | 
ſleep leſs. We will do, however, all we can. 4 fore, nen \ 
I go to Lichfield to-morrow, with intent to _ my 1 
haſten to Streatham. — 7 | 

Yefuy nao dou 2h 2 ji 


Both Mrs. Aſton and Dr. Taylor have had 4. 2 . tau cc, | 
ſtrokes of the palſy. The Lady was ſixty- e d 92 4c — i 
eight, and at that age has gained ground upon * *** = 2 "I" | 
it; the Doctor is, you know, not young, and  - oy 14 q 
be is quite well, only ſuſpicious of every ſen wo TH 


3 Ae CL wen 
ſation in the peccant arm. I hope my dear o PR 
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maſter's caſe is yet lighter, and that as his 


age is leſs, his recovery will be more perfect. 
Let him keep his thoughts averted, and his 


Key 2 Som wee mind ealy. 


* 


1 am, deareſt and deareſt, 


Your, c. 


LETTER" cu 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DE AR MAD AM, Lichfield, June 19, 1779. 
HETHER it was that your deſcription of 
dear Mr. Thrale's diſorder was indiſ- 
tinct, or that I am not ready at gueſling cala- 
mity, I certainly did not know our danger— 
our danger, for ſure I have a part in it, till 
that danger was abated. 


I am glad that Dr. Heberden, and that you 
perceive ſo plainly his recovery. He cer- 
tainly will not be without any wa arning that 
I can give him againſt pernicious practices. 
His proportion of ſleep, if he flept in the 
night, 
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night, was doubtleſs very uncommon; but I do 
not think that he ſlept himſelf into a palſy. 
But perhaps a lethargick is likewiſe a paraly- 
tical diſpoſition, We will watch him as well 
as we can. I have known a man, who had a 
ſtroke like this, die forty years afterward. 
without another. I hope we have now no- 
thing to fear, or no more than is unalterably 
involved in the life of man. 


1 begin now to let looſe my mind after 
Queeney and Burney, I hope they are both 
well. It will not be long before I ſhall be 
among you; and it is a very great degree of 
: pleaſure to hope that I ſhall be welcome. 


I am, dear Madam, 


Your, tc. 


He anos _ Af 


Et 
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LETTER CCVIL 
To Mr. THRALE. 


DEAR SIR, Lichfield, June 23, 1779. 


'] © ſhew you how well I think of your 

health, I have ſent you an hundred 

pounds to keep for me. It will come with- 

in one day of quarter day, and that day you 

„* muſt give me. I came by it in a very un- 

common manner, and would not confound it 
= with the reſt. 1 | 


/ | 
I eee, Ax wicked miltres talks as if he thought 
\ 6 new „ work it poſſible for me to be indifferent or negli» 
As + Ac Devi, gent about your health or hers, If I could 
fee fe, geh., have done any good, I had not delayed an 
laue, ＋ , hour to come to you, and I will come very 
ſoon to try if my advice can be of any uſe, 
or my company of any entertainment. 


What can be done you muſt do for your- 


| - elf; do not let any uneaſy thought ſettle 
| | in your mind. Cheerfulneſs and exerciſe are 
your great remedies. Nothing is for the pre- 

7 + _ ſent 
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ſent worth your anxiety. Vivite læti is one of 


the great rules of health. I believe it will be 
good to ride often, but never to wearinels, 

for wearineſs is itſelf a temporary reſolution 
of the nerves, and is therefore to be avoided. 
Labour is exerciſe continued to fatigue—ex- 
erciſe is labour uſed only while it produces 
pleaſure, 

Above all, keep your mind quiet, do not 


think with earneſtneſs even of your health, 
but think on ſuch things as may pleaſe without 


too much agitation ; among which I hope is, 


dear Sir, 4 3 
our, c. 


— 


LETTER CœvIII. 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, | June 24, 17791 6 


£ In OUGH I wrote yeſterday to Mr. Thrale, 

I think I muſt write this day to you; 
and I hope this will be the laſt letter, for I am 
coming up as faſt as I can; but to go down 


coſt me ſeven guineas, and I am loth to come 


back at the ſame charge. 
E 4 | You 
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= fp — You really do not uſe me well in thinking 
Klee 2, 2 2 that I am in leſs pain on this occaſion than a 1 
a1 fhe 474 ought to be. There is nobody left for me to 
Fele. — flees care about but you and my maſter, and I have 
now for many years known the value of his 

friendſhip, and the importance of his life, too 
well not to have him very near my heart. I 
did not at firſt underſtand his danger, and 
when I knew it, I was told likewiſe that it 
was over—and over I hope it is for ever. I 
have known a man ſeized in the ſame man- 

| ner, who, though very irregular and intem- 
} | et was , ., Perate, was never ſeized again. Do what you 
, g. u. CAN, however, to keep my maſter cheerful, 


— — 


8 voy 4.4 2 and ſlightly buſy, till his health 1s E ng 


me Si I 

8 : and if we can be ſure of that, let Mr. Perkins 
go to Ireland and come back as opportunity 
offers, or neceſſity requires, and keep yourſelf 


y, and be a * little thing. 
I am, - 
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LETTER Oo. 
To Mr. T HR AL. E. 


DE AR SIR. July 15, 1779. 

© pay [ wrote yeſterday to my miſtreſs, 

I cannot forbear writing immediately to 
you, my fincere congratulation upon your 
recovery from ſo much diſorder, and your „ 
eſcape from ſo much danger. I ſhould have 
had a very heavy part in the misfortune of 
loſing you, for it is not likely that L ſhould 14. 2.3 tas forend | 
ever find ſuch another friend, and proportion- “ 4 fer . 


ate at leaſt to my fear muſt be my pleaſure. = —_ : " he way | | 


eaſe upon yourſelf by any irregularity, I have 
no advice to give you. I can only wiſh, and 


| 

; ' 

and happily, and long count among thoſe that - 44 we | 

love you beſt, dear Sir, Sew | ay fower | 
1 | - 0 ence I Jas \ 

Your, TT, 2 ane 44 As 7 
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LETTER CCX. 
To Mrs. T HRA L E. 


DEAR MADAM, Monday, Oc. 4, 1779. 
| 1 HAD intended to ſend you ſuch a card as 
< I have incloſed, when I was alarmed by 
hearing that my ſervant had told in the houſe, 
for ſervants never tell their maſters, his opi- 
nion—that for the two laſt days Mr. Thrale 
was viſibly worſe. His eyes are keen, and 
his attention upon ſuch occaſions vigorous 
enough. 5 . 


I therefore earneſtly wiſh, that before you 
ſet out, even though you ſhould loſe a day, 
you would go together to Heberden, and ſee 
what advice he will give you. In this doubt- 
ful pendulous ſtate of the diſtemper, ad- 
vice may do much ; and phyſicians, be their 
power leſs or more, are the only refuge that 
we have in ſickneſs. I wiſh you would do 
yet more, and propoſe to Heberden a conſul- 
tation with ſome other of the doors; and if 


Lawrence is at preſent fit for buſineſs, I wiſh 
= he 
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he might be called, but call ſomebody. As — CF 
you make yourſelves of more importance, you /., e eee 


will be more conſidered. Do not go away z 2» 9» ge wn 
with any reaſon to tax yourſelves with negli- - αν 2 


gence. Lou are in a ſtate in which nothing“ EY 
that can be done ought to be omitted. Wee a — | 
now do right. or wrong for a great ſtake. A were — "FE 
You may ſend the children and nurſes for- G. | F 0 
ward to-morrow, and go yourſelves on Wed- It 
neſday. Little things muſt not now be W i 
minded, and leaſt of all muſt you mind a little 
money. What the world has is to be ſold, _ 
and to be enjoyed by thoſe that will pay its nt 
price. Do not give Heberden a ſingle guinea, = 

and ſubſcribe a hundred to keep out the 

French ; we have an invaſion more formid- 

able, and an enemy leſs reſiſtible by power, 

and leſs avoidable by flight, I have now 
done my duty. 2 


1 am, deareſt Lady, = - = 
' Your, Sc. 


<P - - © 
> >. re 
I — S 
2 = 


60 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


LETTER CCXI. 
SS» Mr. T HR AL 
1 DE AR MAD AM, „ 
\ HEN Mr. Boſwell waited on Mr. Thrale 


in Southwark, I directed him to watch 
all appearances with cloſe attention, and bring 


4 me his obſervations. At his return he told me, 
1 that without previous intelligence he ſhould 
f not have diſcovered that Mr. Thrale had been 

lately ill. 5 . 
| It appears to me that Mr. Thrale's diſorder, 


Af whether grumous or ſerous, muſt be cured by 

| bleeding; and I would not have him begin 
a courſe of exerciſe without conſiderable eva- 
cuation. To encreaſe the force of the blood, 
unleſs it be firſt diluted and attenuated, may 
be dangerous. But the caſe is too important 
* * for my theory. 


The weakneſs in my ankles left them for a 
day, but has now turned to a pain in my 
5 de, 
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toe, much like that at Brighthelmſtone. It is 
not bad, nor much more than troubleſome; 
I hope it will not be greater, nor laſt long. 
You all go with the good wiſhes of, dear 
Madam, pe 
Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCXI. 


To Mrs. THERALSE 


DEAR MADAM, London, OR. 8, 1779. 
I BEGIN to be frighted at your omiſſion to 
1 /write; do not torment me any longer, 

but let me know where you are, how you got 
| thither, how you live there, and every thing 
elſe that one friend loves to know of another. 


I Vill ſhow you the way. 
On Sunday the gout left my ankles, and I 


went very commodiouſly to church. On 
Monday night I felt my feet uneaſy. On 
Tueſday I was quite lame. That night I took 
an opiate, having firſt taken phyſick and faſted. 
Towards morning on Wedneſday the pain re- 


mitted, 
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mitted.—Bozzy came to me, and much talk 
we had. I faſted another day; and on Wed- 
neſday night could walk tolerably. On 
Thurſday, finding myſelf mending, I ventured 
on my dinner, which I think has a little in- 
terrupted my convaleſcence. To- day I have 
again taken phyſick, and eaten only ſome 
ſtewed apples. I hope to ſtarve it away. It 
is now no worſe than it was at Brighthelm- 
ſtone. | 
This, Madam, is 'the hiſtory of one of my 
toes; the hiſtory of my head would perhaps 
be much ſhorter. I thought it was the gout 
on Saturday. It has already loſt me two din- 

ners abroad, but then I have not been at 
much more charges, for I have eaten little at 
home. | 


Surely I ſhall have a letter to-morrow. | 


'T ann, Oe. - 
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'LETTEY « conn. 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Oct. 11, 1779. 


I THOUGHT it very long till J heard from you, 
having ſent a ſecond letter to Tunbridge, 
which 1 believe you cannot have received. I 
do not ſee why you ſhould trouble yourſelf 
with phyſicians while Mr. Thrale grows bet- 
ter. Company and buſtle will, I hope, com- 
plete his cure. Let him gallop .over the 
Downs in the morning, call his friends about 
him to dinner, and friſk in the rooms at 
night, and outrun time and outface misfor- 
tune. 


Notwithſtanding all authorities againſt bleed- 
ing, Mr. Thrale bled himſelf well ten days 
ago. | 


You will lead a jolly life, and perhaps think 
little of me; but I have been invited twice to 
Mrs. Veſey's converſation, but have not 
gone. The gout that was in my ankles when 


Queeney 


64 LETTERS TO AND: FROM 


Queeney criticiſed my gait, paſſed into my 
toe, but I have hunted it, and ſtarved it, and 
it makes no figure. It has drawn ſome atten- 
tion, for Lord and Lady Lucan ſent to en- 
quire after me. This is all the news that I 
have to tell you. Yeſterday I dined with 
Mr. Strahan, and Boſwell was there. We 
ſhall be both to-morrow at Mr. Ramſay's. 
Now ſure I have told you quite all, unleſs you 
yet want to be told that 


I am, Qc. i 


LETTER CCXIV. 
To Mrs. T HR A L. E. 


DEAR MADAM, | Oct. 16, 1779. 
1 advice given you by Dr. Pepys agrees 
very exactly with my notions. I would . 

not bleed but in exigencies. Riding and 
cheerfulneſs will, IJ hope, do all the buſineſs. 
All alive and r. muſt be my maſter's 
motto. - 


How did you light 4 your ſpecifick for 
the tooth-ach ? You have now been troubled 
with 
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with it leſs. I am glad you are at laſt re- 
lieved. 


You fay nothing of the younglings; 1 hope 
they are not ſpoiled with the pleaſures of 
Brighthelmſton, a dangerous place, we were 


told, for children. You will do well to keep 


them out of harm's way. 


From the younglings let me paſs to a vete- 
ran; you tell me nothing of Mr. S 
hope he is well, and cheerful and communi- 
cative. Does Mr. Thrale go and talk with 
him, and do you run in and out? You may 
both be the better for his converſation; 


I am ſorry for poor Thomas, who was a 
decent and civil man. It is hard that he 


ſhould be overwhelmed by a new-comer: 
But thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low. 
\ Bowen's day may come. A finer ſhop may 
be erected, kept by yet a fairer man, and 
crowded by greater numbers of fine gentle= 
men and fine ladies. 


My foot gives me very little trouble; but 
it is not yet well. I have dined, ſince you 
ſaw me, not ſo often as once in two days. 
But I am told how well I look; and I really 
think I get more mobility. I nnd on Tueſ- 


Vol. II. day 


1 
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day with Ramſay, and on Thurſday with 
Paoli, who talked of coming to ſee you, till 
I told him of your migration. 


Mrs. Williams is not yet returned; but 
diſcord and diſcontent reign in my rn 
habitation. as in the palaces of monarchs.— 
Mr. Levet and Mrs. Deſmoulins have vowed 
eternal hate. Levet is the more inſidious, and 
wants me to turn her out. Poor Williams 
writes word that ſhe is no better, and has left 
off her phyſick. Mr. Levet has ſeen Dr. 
Lewis, who declares himſelf hopeleſs of doing 
her any good. Lawrence deſponded ſome 
time ago. | 


I thought. I had a little fever ſome time, 
but it ſeems to be ſtarved away. Bozzy ſays, 
he never ſaw. me ſo well. I hope you will 
ſay the ſame when you ſee me: methinks it 
will be pleaſant to ſee you all—there is no dan- 
ger of my forgetting you. Only keep or grow 
all well, and then I hope our meeting will be 


happy. 


Jam, Oc. 
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LETTER C 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, | OQober 21, 1779. 


OUR treatment of little x Xx Xx * was un- 
doubtedly right; when there is ſo ſtrong 

a reaſon againſt any thing' as unconquerable 
terrour, there ought ſurely to be ſome weighty 
reaſon for it before it is done. But for put- 
ting into the water a child already well, it is not 
very eaſy to find any reaſon ſtrong or weak. 
That the nurſes fretted, will ſupply me during 
life with an additional motive to keep every 
child, as far as is poſſible, out of a nurſe's power. 
A nurſe made of common mould will have a 
pride in overpowering a child's reluQance. 


There are few minds to which tyranny is not a foal bred 


del ightful ; power is nothing but as it is felt, 
and the delight of ſuperiority is proportionate 
to the reſiſtance overcome. 


I walked yeſterday to Covent-ga den, and 
feel to-day neither pain nor weaknels. Send 
; F 2 me, 


2 N — y”. 4- * 
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me, if you can, ſuch an account of yourſelf 
and my maſter. 


Sir Philip ſent me word that he ſhould be 
in town, but he has not yet called. Yeſter- 
day came Lady Lucan and Miſs Bingham, 
and ſhe faid it was the firſt viſit that ſhe had 
paid. 


Your new friend Mr. Bowen, who has ſold 
fifty ſets, had but thirty to fell, and I am 
afraid has yet a ſet or two for a friend. There 
is a great deal of fallacy in this world. I 
hope you do not teach the company wholly 
to forſake poor Thomas. 


The want of company 1s an inconvenience, 


but Mr. Cumberland is a million. Make the 


molt of what you have. Send my maſter 
out to hunt in the morning, and to walk the 
rooms in the evening; and bring him as a&- 
ive as a ſtag on the mountain, back to the 
borough. When he is in motion he 1 is mend- 


ing. 


The young ones are very good in minding 
their book. If I do not make ſomething of 
them, il reflect upon me, as 1 knew not my 
trade ; for their parts are ſufficiently known, 
and every body will have a better opinion of 


their 
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cheir induſtry than of mine. However, I 


hope when they come back, to accuſtom them 
to more leſſons. 


Vour account of Mr. Scraſe gives me no 
delight. He was a friend upon all occaſions, 
whether aſſiſtance was wanted from the purſe 
or the underſtanding. When he is gone, our 
barrier againſt calamity is weakened; and we 
muſt ack with caution, or we ſhall be in more 
danger. Conſult him, while his advice is yet 
to be had. | | 
What makes C—— hate B 3 
is indeed a rival, and can upon occaſion pro- 


voke a bugle. But what has B 
Does he not like her look ? 


done? 


* * * * * has paſſed one evening with 
me. He has made great diſcoveries in a li- 
brary at Cambridge, and he finds ſo many 
precious materials, that his book muſt be a 
porter's load. He has ſent me another ſheet. 


1 am, deareſt of all dear Ladies, 


Tour, Te, 


EF 3 
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EETTER COXVE. 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, October 25, 1779. 
ET me repair an injury done by miſin- 
formation to Mr. Bowen. He had at 

firſt indeed only thirty, that is, two ſhares ; 
but he afterwards purchaſed two ſhares more. 
So all that he ſays I ſuppoſe is true. 


On Saturday I walked to Dover- ſtreet, and 
back. Yeſterday I dined with Sir Joſhua. 
There was Mr. Elliot of Cornwall, who en- 
quired after my maſter. At night I was be- 
ſpoken by Lady Lucan ; . but ſhe was taken 
ill, and the aſſembly was put off. I am to 
dine with Renny to-morrow. 


hope Mr. Thrale ſcours the country after 
the early horn, and at night flutters about the 
rooms, and once a-day makes a luſty dinner. 
eat meat but once in two days, at moſt but 
four times a-week, reckoning ſeveral weeks 
together; for it is neither neceſſary nor 
prudent to be nice in regimen, Renny told 
me 


0 
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me yeiterday, that I look better than when 
ſhe knew me firſt. 


It is now paſt the 'poſtman's time, and I 
have no letter; and that is not well done, be- 
cauſe I long for a letter; and you ſhould al- 
ways let me know whether you and Mr. 
Thrale, and all the reſt, are or are not well. 
Do not ſerve me ſo often, becauſe your ſilence 
is always a diſappointment. 


Some old gentlewomen at the next door 


are in very great diſtreſs. Their little annuity 
comes from Jamaica, and is therefore uncer- 


| tain; and one of them has had a fall, and 


both are very helpleſs; and the poor have you 
to help them. Perſuade my maſter to let me 
give them ſomething for him. It will be be- 
| ſtowed upon real want. 


J hope all the younglings go on well, that 
the eldeſt are very prudent, and the reſt 
very merry. We are to be merry but a little 
while; Prudence ſoon comes to ſpoil our 

mirth. Old Times have bequeathed us a pre- 
cept, to be merry and wiſe, but who has been 
able to obſerve it. a: 


There is a very furious fellow writing with 


might . main againſt the life of Milton. 


I am, Oe. 
F 4 
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LETTER CCXVII. 
To Mrs. I H R A L. E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Odtober 28, 1779. 

OME days before our laſt ſeparation, Mr. 

Thrale and I had one evening an earneſt 
diſcourſe about the buſineſs with Mr. Scraſe. 
For myſelf, you may be ſure I am very will- 


ing to be uſeful ; but ſurely all uſe of ſuch an 


{hart oof NO 


office is at a very great diſtance. Do not let 
thoſe fears prevail which you know to be un- 
reaſonable; a will brings the end of life no 
nearer. But with this we will have done, and 
pleaſe ourſelves with wiſhing my maſter mul- 
tos et felices, | 


. accuſes * * * * of making 
a party againſt her play. I always hiſſed 
away the charge, ſuppoſing him a man of 
honour ; but I ſhall now defend him with 
leſs confidence. Neguid nimis, Horace ſays, 
that Nil admirari is the only thing that can 

, 
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awoke or keep a man happy. It is with equal 
truth the only thing that can make or keep a 
man honeſt. The deſire of fame not regu- 
lated, is as dangerous to virtue as that of mo- 
ney. . I hope C ſcorns his little malice. 


J have had a letter for x X *, which I 
have incloſed. Do not loſe it; for it con- 
tains a teſtimony that there may be ſome 
pleaſure in this world ; and that I may have 
a little of the little that there is, pray write to 
me. I thought your laſt letter long in com- 
ing. 


The two younglings, what hinders them 
from writing to me. I hope they do not for- 
get me. 


Will Maſter give me any thing for my poor 
neighbours ? I have had from Sir Joſhua and 
Mr. Strahan ; they are very old maids, very 
friendleſs and very helpleſs. 


Mrs, Williams talks of coming home this 
week from Kingſton, and then there will be 
merry doings. 


I eat meat ſeldom, and uh phyſick often, 
and fancy that I grow light and airy. A man 
that one not begin to grow light and airy at 
| ſeventy, 
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ſeventy, is certainly loſing time, if he intends 
ever to be light and airy. 


cee fl 4 14 l dined on Tueſday with + # and hope 
1 1 % her little head begins to ſettle. She has, how- 
4. "Bk 1 ever, ſome ſcruples about the company of a 
A 9 lady whom ſhe has lately known. I pacified 
her as well as I could. So no more at pre- 
ſent; but hoping you are all in good health, 
as I am at this time of writing, (excuſe 

haſte) 
I am, deareſt deareſt Lady, 


1 | | 1. Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCXVIII. 
To Mrs. THR AL E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Nov. 2, 1779. 
Tuls day I thought myſelf ſure of a letter, 
but ſo I am conſtantly ſerved. Mr. Cum- 
berland and Mrs. & * * *, and Mrs. Byron, 
and any body elſe, puts me out of your head; 
and I know no more of you than if you were 
4 55 on 


133 
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1 
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on the other ſide of the Caſpian. I thought 
the two young things were to write too; but 
for them I do not much care. 


On Saturday came home Mrs. Williams, 
neither better nor worſe than when ſhe went; 
and I dined at x * * * 5, and found them 
well pleaſed with their Italian journey. He 
took his Lady and ſon, and three daughters. 
They ſtaid five months at Rome. They will 
have now ſomething to talk of. 


I gave my poor neighhons your half gui- 
nea, and ventured upon making it two gui- 


neas at my maſter's expence. Pray, Madam, 
how do I owe you half a guinea ? 


I dined on Sunday with Mr. wk and 
have not been very well for ſome little time. 
Laſt night I was afraid of the gout, but it is 
gone to-day. | 


There was on Sunday night a fire at the 


north end of London-bridge, which has, * 
ſay, deſtroyed the water-work. 


Does Mr. Thrale continue to Hunt in fields 
or health unbought ? If his taſte of former 
pleaſures returns, it 1s a ſtrong proof of his 


recovery, When we meet, we will be jolly 


blades, 
I know 
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I know not well how 1t has * 
but I have never yet been at the B- 
* * * * * has called twice on me, and 1 
have ſeen ſome more ſheets and away we 


go. 


I am, Tc. 


L ET TER CCXIX. 
To Mrs. T H R A I. E. 
MADAM, London, Nov. 4, 1779. 


8 I may write and write, and nobody care . 
but you can write often enough to Dr. 


Burney. Queeney ſent me a pretty letter, ta 


which x * * added a filly ſhort note, in ſuch 


a filly white hand, that I was glad it was no 
longer. 


I had heard before that & * * * had loſt 
not only ten thouſand, as you tell me, but 
twenty thouſand, as you with great conſiſt- 
ency tell Dr. Burney ; but knowing that no 
man can loſe what he has not, I took it little 
to heart, I did not think of borrowing ; and 

indeed 
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indeed he that borrows money for adventures 


deſerves to loſe it. No man ſhould put into 


a lottery more than he can ſpare. Neither 
D „however, nor B 
caſion to his loſs. 


Notice is taken that 1 have a cold and a 


cough ; but I have been ſo long uſed to diſ- 
orders ſo much more afflictive, that I have 
thought on them but little. If they grow 
worle, ſomething ſhould be done. 


3 hear from every body that Mr. Thrale 
grows better. He is columen domus; and if 
he ſtands firm, little evils may be overlooked. 
Drive him out in a morning, lead him out 
at night, keep him in what buſtle you can. 
Do not neglect Scraſe. You may perhaps 
do for him what you have done for * * & * 
The ſerious affair I do not wonder that you 
cannot mention; and yet I wiſh it were tranſ- 
ated while Scraſe can direct and ſuperintend 


it. No other man, if he ſhall have the ſame 


{ſkill and kindneſs, which I know not where 
to find, will have the ſame influence. 


Sir Philip never called upon me, o he 


promiſed me to do it. Somebody elle has 
laid hold upon him. 


I live 


have given oc- 


— 3 
— S. 
* 
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1 live here in ſtark ſolitude. Nobody has 


called upon me this live - long day; yet I com- 
fort myſelf that I have no tortures in the 


night. I have not indeed much ſleep ; but I 
ſuppoſe I have enough, for I am not as fleepy 
in the day-time as formerly. 


| 1 Am, Oc. 


LETTER CCXX. 


To Mrs. T HRAKLMKE 


London, November 7» 1779- 


OOR Mrs. * * * *, I am glad that ſhe 

runs to you at laſt for ſhelter. Give her, 
dear Madam, what comfort you can. Has 
any calamity fallen upon her? Her huſ- 
band, ſo much as I hear, is well enough ſpo- 
ken of; nor is it ſuppoſed that he had power 


to do more than has been done. But life 


muſt have its end, and commonly an end of 
gloomy diſcontent, and lingering diſtreſs. 


While 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 59 


While you are vigorous and ſprightly, you 
muſt take into your protection as many as 
you can of thoſe who are tottering under their 
burden. When you want the ſame ſupport, 
may you always find it. 


I have for ſome time had a cough and a 
cold, but I did not mind it; continuance, 
however, makes 1t heavy ; but it ſeems to be 
going away. 

My maſter, I hope, hunts and walks, and 
courts the belles, and ſhakes Brighthelmſton, 
When he comes back, frolick and active, we 
will make a feaſt, and drink his health, and 


have a noble day. 


Of the Lucans I have never heard ſince. 
On Saturday, after having faſted almoſt all the 
week, I dined with Renny. For Wedneſday 4/7 0 no Co 
I am invited by the * * * s, and if I am __ = 47 8 
well, purpoſe to go. I imagine there will be 52 { 
a large company. The 1nvitation is to dine I 

and ſpend the evening. Too much at a time. | 
I ſhall be in danger of crying out, with Mr. | 
Head, catamaran, whatever that may mean, | 
for it ſeemed to imply tediouſneſs and diſguſt. 1 

I do not much like to go, and I do not much 0 
like to ſtay away. 


Have 


& LETTERS TO AND FROM 
Have you any aſſemblies at this time of the 


year? and does Queeney dance? and does 
B dance too? I would have B | 


dance with , and ſo make all up. 


Diſcord keeps her reſidence in this habita- 
tion, but ſhe has for ſome time been ſilent. 
We have much malice, but no miſchief. Le- 
vet is rather a friend to Williams, becauſe he 
hates Deſmoulines more. A thing that he 
ſhould hate more than Deſmoulines, is not to 


be found. 


J hear, but you never tell me any thing, 
that you have at laſt begun to bathe. I am 
ſorry that your toothach kept you out of the 


water ſo long, becauſe I know you love to 
be in it. 


If ſuch letters as this were to coſt you any 
thing, I ſhould hardly write them; but ſince 
they come to you for nothing, I am willing 
enough to write, though I have nothing to 
ſay; becauſe a ſorry letter ſerves to keep one 
from dropping totally out of your head; and 
I would not have you forget that there is in 
the world ſuch a poor being as, Madam, 


Your, oc. 
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LETTER CCXXL 
To Mrs. TFT HE A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Nov. 8, 1779. 
ww are a dear dear lady. To write fo 
often, and ſo ſweetly, makes ſome 
amends for your abſence. Your laſt letter 
came about half an hour after my laſt letter 
was ſent away; but now-I have another. 
You have much to tell me, and I have no- 
thing to tell you; yet I am eager to write, 
becauſe I am _ for your anſwer. 


1 thought C——— had told you his loſs. 
If it be only report, I do not much credit it. 
Something perhaps he may have ventured, 
but I do noi believe he had ten thouſand 
pounds, or the means of borrowing it. Of 
B——, I ſuppoſe the fact is true, that he is 
gone; but for his loſs, can any body tell who 
has been the winner? And if he has loſt a 


ſum diſproportionate to his fortune, why ſhould 
Yo 1. © G he 
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he run away when payment cannot be com- 
pelled ? 


Of 8 Sir Thomas I can make no 1 ; 
but if he is diſtrefled, I am ſorry; for he was 


in his proſperity civil and officious. 


It has happened to ———, as to many 


active and proſperous men, that his mind has 


been wholly abſorbed in buſineſs, or at inter- 
vals dillolved in amuſement ; and habituated 

ſo long to certain modes of employment or 
diverſion, that in the decline of life it can no 
more receive a new train of images, than the 
hand can acquire dexterity in a new mechanical 
operation. For this reaſon a religious educa- 
tion is ſo neceſſary. Spiritual ideas may be 
recolleted in old Age, but can A be ac- 


29 COLO) f be quired. 
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Vou ſhall not hide Mrs. + X * * dnn 
me. For if ſhe be a feeler, I can bear a feeler 
as well as you; and hope, that in tenderneſs 
for-what ſhe feels from nature, I am able to 
forgive or neglect what ſhe feels by affecta- 
tion. I pity her, as one in a ſtate to which 
all muſt come; and I think well of her judg- 
ment in ine you to be the depoſitory of 


her 
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her troubles, and eaſer of her boſom. Fondle 
her, and comfort her. 


| Your letters have commonly one good pa- 


ragraph concerning my maſter, who appears 
to you, and to every body, to mend upon the 
whole; though your vigilance perceives ſome 
accidental and temporary alterations, which, 
however, I am willing to hope are more rare 
and more ſlight than they were at firſt. Let 
him hunt much, and think little, and avoid 
ſolitude, I hope time has brought ſome com- 
pany whom you can call now to your table. 
Does he take to ——? Does he love her 
as you profeſs to love —— ? with a fifth 
part of the kindneſs that ſhe has for me. I 


am well rewarded for what I have taught you 


of computation, by ſeeing our friendſhip di- 
vided into factions; fo we ſtand, do we? as 
two to ten.. A pretty appearance upon paper, 


and ſtill prettier in the heart. Well—go thy 


ways old Fack. 


Of the capture of Jamaica nothing is known, 
nor do I think it probable or poſſible. How 
the French ſhould in a few days take from us 
an iſland, which we could not in almoſt a cen- 
tury take from a few fugitive Negroes whom 
the Spaniards leſt behind them, is not eaſily 


2 imagined. 
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imagined. If you ſtay much longer in Suſ- 


ſex, you may perhaps hear that London is 
taken. 


We have a kind of epidemick cold amongſt | 
us, of which I have had my part, but not 
more than my part; and I think myſelf grow- 
ing well, I have lived very ſparingly, but 


Aas S 9 WM ſhall have ſome dinner to. day; and Baretti 


ag > could , A. e. 


Fee vick e 


. di dines with me. _ 4 
efrem , BY for 4, 
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veal - : I am, deareſt Madam, 
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Mrs. T HRA LE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


Brighton, Nov. 11, 1779. 

T is a great pleaſure to me, dear Sir, that 
you ſhould be pleaſed with my corre- 
ſpondence; I hope there is approbation mixed 
with a partiality which does me infinite ho- 
nour. I have known you prejudiced in favour 


of 


2363 
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of people you could not quite approve ſome- 
times; but I would not have that be my caſe. 
You fay true enough about our political fears, 
which magnify by mere diſtance from the 
capital, and paucity of converſation: not but 
that every one here has, I truſt, domeſtick ter- 
rors enough to employ his thoughts as well 
as myſelf— but thoſe are uneaſineſſes one can- 
not alk about, and 'tis therefore perhaps that 
we ſeek ſome common theme of lamentation; 
when all may expreſs concern, and be ap- 
plauded by the reſt for appearing to feel it. : —_ 
What an artificial life one does lead! and how >"W wy ES 
ſincerely one's heart revolts_all day long 7 hen the voree 
againſt one's own condutt ! Mr. Thrale's of Conference 4 
ſituation perpetually in my thoughts, is a 1 
ſubject on which no talk can be 
you, yet what ſignifies diſſembling ſo—T know 
his danger. 


Poor Mrs. * * * * is paſt diſſembling 4 
her cares, or their conſequences, a ruined con- 10 
ſtitution: my maſter does not like her much, it 
nor diſlike her: he is all ſo gay now —2P among | 44 
the boughs, as Miis Owen calls it. We have S 
many provincial phraſes in her country and } 1 
mine, that are more expreſſive than your fine 
finiſhed Engliſh ſentences, They will live 

8 too; 
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too, I dare ſay, to the end of time, and fee 
changes and loſſes affect the language with 
| a variety of alterations, while they remain 
Juſt where they always were—in the ſame 
manner as the turf monument on Marlbo- 
rough Downs will outſtand all the ſtatues of 
Weſtminſter Abbey. | 


I am ſorry to hear that there is an influ- 
enza about the town again: What is the true 
_ reaſon of theſe contagious colds? I have heard 
men account for them, as being produced by 
a peſtilential vapour broken out from ſome 
fiſſure of the earth in a diſtant region; but 
ſurely were that the caſe, one ſhould hear ac- 
counts of its regular and marked progreſs over 
the continent, from which we are not ſo di- 
vided as to want intelligence of leſs important 
matters than theſe. What is plague in one 
country may, for ought I know, be influenza 
in another; however—do tell me when you 
write next. 5 


I believe our friend — — has loſt 
ſomething, notwithſtanding your reaſons to 
the contrary : one may reaſon one's ſelf out 
of the belief. of any thing, but I ſee the man 
looks all amazed ſomehow; and I feel as ſure 

h as 
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as if he had told me, that ſome great evil of 
the pecuniary kind has befallen him: if you 
will credit no illneſs till you ſee the patient 
panting for life, or no money loſt till you 
read over his banker's book, much may be 
ſuffered by us all while you eſcape from the 
neceſſity of ſympathizing, but we are ruining 
and dying all the time. Do you remember 
when Mr. Perkins told us of that fellow 
A r, who would force us into a law-ſuit 
and then loſt his cauſe—how I aſked in what 
manner he looked? Why, ſays Perkins, he 
booked like a man that was nonſuited. He would 
ſay much the ſame of Mr. ———, _ 


What ſhall I tell you next that is curious 
or entertaining, to keep up the liking you 
have to my letters? they are not very admir- 
able from their profundity: I was reading the 
other day in ſome book, that Cardan was de- 
lighted in his old age to find that the letters 
he wrote in his youth were abſolutely unin- 
telligible even to himſelf, ſo recondite were 
the ſubjects of them, and ſo deep the erudi- 
tion in which every ſentiment was involve: 
the ſatisfaction with which we ſhall one day 
review our correſpondence will be of a very 
different nature from his. 

G x Lord 
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Lord Robert Manners. told me a pretty 


| ſtory here one day, a propos to nothing in 


the world; but I liked it, and will tell it you: 
he would have willingly ſworn to its truth. 
We were, ſays he, in the front of the battle 


at Fontenoy, when I obſerved my friend Ho- 


neywood endeavouring to cleave down a ſol- 
dier of the enemy, but his hanger ſticking faſt 
in the ſhoulder, the fellow gained power to 
thruft him through the ſide with his bayonet, 


while another ſtruck him on the head and 


face with a ſabre, ſo that he immediately drop- 
ped: my attention being called away to annoy 
others and defend myſelf, 7 thought no more 
on't: but next day, when the waggons were 
carrying off the wounded, I ſaw Honeywood 
on one of them, with half-a-dozen of ſoldiers 
lying a-top of -him—Poor fellow, ſays I to 
myſelf, thou art done for now ſure enough. 
But what was my ſurpriſe when we came to 
Hanau, in receiving a meſſage, with Mr. Ho- 
neywood's compliments, and deſired I would 


come and ſee his wounds dreſſed. I went di- 


retly—and now Bob look ſharp, cries the 
gallant creature, and thou ſhalt ſee my brains; 
and Middleton the ſurgeon here ſhall bear 
witnels that I have ſome. 


Was 
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Was not this a fine courageous fellow? We 
have a loſs of Lord Robert; I loved his 
tories paſſionately; and if one is to expect 
truth and honour at all in this world, it is from 
an old general officer, with grey hair and 
crutches, who ſcorned falſehood in his youth, 
and muſt abhor it in his age. | 


I can chat no more though; my fears for 
Mr. Thrale are renewed by his behaviour; 
yet nothing has happened; it is the general 
manner that alarms me—Burn all this vaga- 
bonding nonſenſe, and think what ſhould be 
done. Nay, pray be ſerious, I ſhall write you 
a very grave letter to-morrow: I am aſhamed 
to think I could talk about any thing elſe now; 


but nobody apprehends any ng: even at pre- 
ſent, except 


Your faithful ſervant, 
H. I. THRAME 
And to me 1 
The monſter death keeps full in ſight, 
And puts the fairy hope to flight; 
Blackens th' horizon all around, 


And points to the abyſs profound. 


Farewell. Pray write ſoon and ſeriouſly -I am 
going to dear Mr. Scraſe. 


——> A — rs * — 8 
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LETTER CcXXIII. 
run A L. E. 


DEAR MAD AM, London, Nov. 16, 1779. 


RAY how long does a letter tarry between 
London and Brighthelmſton? Your letter 
of the 12th I received on the 15th. ö 


Poor Mrs. * * * * is a feeler. It is well 
that ſhe has yet power to feel. Fiction durſt 
not have driven upon a few months ſuch a 
conflux of miſery. Comfort her as you can. 


7 have looked again into your grave letter. 
EE You mention truſtees. I do not ſee who can 
dee truſtee for a caſual and variable property, 

for a fortune yet to be acquired. How can 

any man be truſted with what he cannot poſ- 

EY ſeſs, cannot aſcertain, and cannot regulate ?_ 

| The trade muſt be carried on by ſomebody 
who muſt be anſwerable for the debts con- 
| tracted. This can be none but yourſelf ; un- 
OY leſs you deliver up the property to ſome other 
— agent, and truſt the chance both of his prudence 
f 1 and 


5 
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and his honeſty. Do not be frighted; trade 
could not be managed by thoſe who manage 
it, if it had much difficulty. Their great 
books are ſoon underſtood, and their lan- 
guage, | 


| If ſpeech it may be call'd, that ſpeech is none 
Diſtinguiſhable in number, mood, or tenſe, 


is underſtood with no very laborious applica- 
tion. 


| The help which you can have from any 


man as a truſtee, you may have from him as 


a friend; the truſteeſhip may give him power 
to perplex, but will neither increaſe his be- 
nevolence to aſſiſt, nor his wiſdom to ad- 


viſe. F 


Living on God, and on thyſelf rely. 


Who ſhould be truſtee but you, for your own 


and your children's proſperity ? I hope this 1s 
an end of this unpleaſing ſpeculation, and 
lighter matters may take their turn. 


What Mr. Scraſe ſays about the Borough 1s 


true, but is nothing to the purpoſe. A houſe 
in the ſquare will not coſt ſo much as build- 
ing in Southwark; but buildings are more 
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to look for pleaſure in a bye- path. 
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likely to go on in Southwark if your dwells 
ing is at St. James's. Every body has ſome 
deſire that deſerts the great road of proſperity; 
1 do not 


100 00 — — 


| deltre of being the TY — as s your de r de- 


ſpicable dread of living in the Borough. Am- 


riding companion whom he likes. 


bition in little things, Is better than cowardice 
in little things; but both theſe things, how- 
ever little to the publick eye, are great in their 
conſequences to yourſelves. The world cares 
not how you brew, or where you live; but it 
is the buſineſs of the one to brew in a man- 
ner moſt advantageous to his family, and of 
the other to live where the general intereſt 
may beſt be ſuperintended. It was by an 
accidental viſit to the Borough that you ef. 
caped great evils laſt Summer. Of this folly 

let there be an end, at leaſt an intermiſhon. 


I am glad that 8 danced with Mr. 
Wade. She was the Sultaneſs of the evening; 
and I am glad that Mr. Thrale has found a 
Let him 
ride, ſay I, till he leaves dejection and diſeaſe 
behind him ; and let them limp after him an 
hundred years without overtaking him; 
When he returns, let me ſee him frolick and 


airy, 


— 
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airy, and ſocial, and buſy, and as kind to me 
as in former times. 


You ſeem to be afraid that T ſhould be 
ſtarved before you come back. I have in- 
deed practiſed abſtinence with ſome ſtubborn- 
neſs, and with ſome ſucceſs; but as Dryden 
talks of writing 201th a hat, I am ſometimes 
very witty wich a knife and fork. I have 
managed myſelf very well; except that having 
no motive, I have no exerciſe. 


At home we do not much quarrel z but 
perhaps the leſs we quarrel the more we hate. 
There is as much malignity amongſt us as can 


well ſubſiſt, without any . of daggers 


or poiſons. 


Mrs. is by the help of frequent 
operations ſtill kept alive; and ſuch is the ca- 
pricious deſtiny of mortals, that ſhe will die 
more lamented by her huſband, than I will 
promiſe to uſefulneſs, wiſdom, or ſanctity. 
There is always ſomething operating diſtinct 
from diligence or ſkill. Temple therefore in 
his compoſition of a hero, to the heroick vir- 
tues adds good fortune. 


I aw, Oe. 
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LETTER CCXXIV. 
To Mr. T H R A L. E. 


London, Nov. 20, 1779. 


NDEED, dear Madam, I do not think that 

you have any reaſon to complain of 
Mr. *=22—, or Mr. . What I 
propoſed is, I ſuppoſe, unuſual. However, 
Mr. Thrale knows that I have ſuggeſted 
nothing to you that I had not firſt ſaid to 
him. I hear he grows well ſo faſt, that. we 
are not likely to try whoſe way is beſt; and I 
hope he will grow better, and better, and 
better; and then away with executors and 
executrixes. He may ſettle his family him 
ſelf. 8 | 


I am not vexed at you for not liking the 
Borough, but for not liking the Borough 
better than other evils of greater magni- 
tude. You muſt take phyſick, or be ſick; 

| you 
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you muſt live in the Borough, or live ſtill 
worſe. 


Pray tell my 2 how I love her for 
her letters; and tell Burney that now ſhe is a 
good girl, I can love her again. Tell Mr. 
Scraſe, that I am ſincerely glad to hear that he 
is better. Tell my maſter, that I never was 
ſo glad to fee him in my life, as I ſhall be 
now to fee him well; and tell yourſelf, that 


except my maſter, nobody has more kindneſs 


for you, than, 
Dear Madam, 


LETTER CCXXV. 


To Mrs. T HRA L E. 


' DEAREST LADY, April 6, 173 
* had written ſo often. I have had but 
two. letters from Bath, and the ſecond 


2 


complains that the firſt, which you call L fo 6 ee peo 


many, was neglected, and you pretend to be * 
| afraid 
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afraid of being forgotten. I wonder what 


ſhould put you out of my mind. You ſay 
rightly, that I ſhall not find ſuch another ; 


for there is not, if J had the choice of all, 
ſuch another to be found. 


It is happy, both for you and Mrs. Mon- 
tague, that the fates bring you both to Bath 
at the ſame time. Do not let new friends 


ſupplant the old; they who firſt diſtinguiſhed 


vou have the beſt claim to your attention; 
thoſe who flock about you now, take your 
excellence upon credit, and may hope to gain 
upon the world by your countenance. 


I have not quite neglected my Lives. Ad- 


diſon is a long one, but it is done. Prior 
is not ſhort, and that is done too. I am 


upon Rowe, who cannot fill much paper. If 
I have done them before you come again, I 
think to bolt upon you at Bath ; for I ſhall 
not be now afraid of Mrs. Comm Let 
Burney take care that ſhe does me no harm. 


The diligence of Dr. Moiſy I do not under- 
ſtand. About what is he diligent? If Mr. 
Thrale is well, or only not well becauſe he 


has been ill, I do not ſee what the phyſician 
can do. Des he direct any regimen, or 


9 does 
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does Mr. Thrale regulate himſelf? Or is there 
no regularity among you? Nothing can keep 
him ſo ſafe as the method which has been ſo 
often mentioned, and which will be not only 
practicable but pleaſant in the Summer, and 
before Summer is quite gone, will be made 
ſupportable by cuſtom. | 


If health and reaſon can be preſerved by 
changing three or four meals a week, or if 
ſuch a change will but encreaſe the chances of 
preſerving them, the purchaſe is ſurely not 
made at a very high price. Death is dread- 
ful, and fatuity is more dreadful, and ſuch | 
ſtrokes bring both ſo near, that all their ter- 
rours ought to be felt. I hope that to our 
anxiety for him, Mr. Thrale will add ſome 
anxiety for himſelf. 


Seward called on me one day, and read 
Spence. I dined yeſterday at Mr. Jodrel's in 
a great deal of company. On Sunday I dine 
with Dr. Lawrence, and at night go to Mrs. 
Veſey. I have had a little cold, or two, or 
three, but I did not much mind them, for 
they were not very bad. 


Make my compliments to my maſter, and 


Queeney, and Burney, and Mrs. Cotton, and 
Vol. II. 2 


8 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


to all that care about me, and more than 


all—or elle. 


Now one courts you, and another careſſes 
you, and one calls you to cards, and another 
wants you to walk; and amidſt all this, pray 
try to think now and then a little of me, and 
write often. Mrs. Strahan is at Bath, but, I 
believe, not well enough to be in the rooms. 


I am, deareſt Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


a. 


LETTER CCXXVI. 
To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


DE AR MADAM, 

ON Sunday I dined with poor Lawrence, 
who is deafer than ever. When he was 
told that Dr. Moiſy viſited Mr. Thrale, he 
enquired, for what? and ſaid that there was 
nothing to be done, which Nature would not 
do for herſelf. On Sunday evening I was at 
Mrs. Veley's, and there was enquiry about my 


maſter, 


ag 
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maſter, but I told them all good. There was 
Dr. Barnard of Eaton, and we made a noiſe 
all the evening; and there was Pepys, and 
Wraxah till I drove him away. And I have 
no loſs of my miſtreſs, who laughs, and friſks, 
and frolicks it all the long day, and never 
thinks of poor Colin. | 


If Mr. Thrale will but continue to mend, 
we ſhall, I hope, come together again, and 
do as good things as ever we did; but per- 
haps you will be made too proud to heed me, 
and yet, as I have often told you, it will not 
be eaſy for you to find ſuch another. 


Queeney has been a good girl, and wrote me 
a letter; if Burney ſaid ſhe would write, ſhe - 
told you a "fib. She writes nothing to me. 
She can write home faſt enough. I have a 
good mind not to let her know, that Dr. Ber- 
nard, to whom I had recommended her novel, 
ſpeaks of it with great commendation ; and 
that the copy which ſhe lent me, has been 
read by Dr. Lawrence three times over. And 
yet what a gypſey it is. She no more minds 
me, than if I were a Brangton. Pray ſpeak 
to Queeney to write again, — 


H 2 | 1 havs 
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I have had. a cold and a cough, and taker 


opium, and think I am better. We have had 
very cold weather; bad riding weather for 
my maſter, but he will ſurmount it all. Did 
Mrs. Browne make any reply to your com 
pariſon of bufineſs with ſolitude, or did you 
quite down her? I am much pleaſed to think 
that Mrs. Cotton thinks me worth a frame, 
and a place upon her wall. Her kindneſs 
was hardly within my hope, but time does 
wonderful things. All my fear is, that if T 
ſhould come again, my print would be taken 
down. I fear I ſhall never hold it. 

Who dines with you? Do you fee Dr. 
Woodward or Dr. Harrington? Do you go 
to the houſe where they write for the myrtle ? 
You are at all places of high reſort, and bring 


home hearts by dozens ; while I am ſeeking I 
for ſomething to ſay about men of whom J 


know nothing but their verſes, and ſometimes 
very little of them. Now I have begun, how- 
ever, I do not deſpair of making an end. 
Mr. Nicholls holds that Addifon is the moſt 


_ taking of all that J have done. 1 doubt they 


will not be done before you come away. 


Now you think yourſelf the firſt writer in 
the world for a letter about nothing. Can 


7 you 


Da., SAMUEL JOHNSON. 02 


you write ſuch a letter as this? So miſcellane- 
ous, with ſuch noble diſdain of regularity ; like 
Shakeſpeare's works, ſuch graceful negligence 
of tranſition, like the ancient enthuſiaſts ? 
The pure voice of nature and of friendſhip. 

Now of whom ſhall I proceed to ſpeak? Of 
whom but Mrs. Montague? Having men- 
| tioned Shakeſpeare and Nature, does not the 
name of Montague force itſelf upon me? 
Such were the tranſitions of the ancients, 
which now ſeem abrupt, becauſe the inter- 
mediate idea 1s loſt to modern underſtandings, 
IJ with her name had connected itſelf with 
| friendſhip; but, ah Colin, thy hopes are in 
vain, One thing however is left me, I 
have ſtill to complain; but I hope I ſhall not 
complain much while you have any kindneſs 
for me. I am, 


Deareſt and deareſt Madam, 
Your, Oc. 


London, April 11, 1780. 


You do not date your letters, 


Has , if Gere. 


102 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


rn CCXXVIL. 
To Mr. T HR AL. E. 
DEAREST MADAM, April 15, 1780. 


DID not miſtake Dr. Woodward's caſe ; 
nor ſhould have wanted any explanation. 


But broken is a very bad word in the city. 


Here has juſt been with me * * & X, 


who has given—What has he given? No- 
thing, I believe, gratis. He has given fifty 


ſeven leſſons this week. Surely this is buſi- 


neſs, 


I thought to have . finiſhed Rowe s life to- 
day, but I have five or ſix viſitors who hin- 
dered me; and I have not been quite well. 


Next 1 I hope to diſpatch four or ſive of 


them. 


It is a great delight to ha lo much good 
of all of you. Fanny tells me good news of 
you, and you ſpeak well of Fanny; and all of 
you ſay what one would wiſh of my maſter. 
And my ſweet — [ * is well. Does 

__ 
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ſhe drink the waters? One glaſs would do her 
as much good as it does her father. 


You and Mrs. M—————— muſt keep 
Mrs. * * * & about you; and try to make 
a wit of her. She will be a little unſkilful in 

her firſt eſſays; but you will ſee how precept 
and example will bring her forwards. 


Surely it is very ſine to have your powers. 
The wits court you, and the Methodiſts love 
you, and the whole world runs about you; 
and you write me word how well you can do 
without me: and ſo, go thy ways poor Jack. 


That ſovereign glaſs of water is the great 
medicine; and though his legs are too big, 
yet my maſter takes a glaſs of water. This is 
bold practice. I believe, under the protection 
of a glaſs of water drank at the pump, he may 
venture once a-week upon a ſtew'd lam- 


prey, 


I wiſh you all good; yet know not what to 
wiſh you which you have not. May all good 
continue and increaſe. | 


- I am, Oc. 


H 4 
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LETTER CCXXVIIL 
Tb Mn. THRATL'E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, April 18, 1780. 

O the petticoat government I had never 
— heard. Of the Shakeſpeare, I was once 
told by Miſs Lawrence; and that is all that I 
know of it. I have not ſeen nor heard of 


any body that has ſeen the wonders. You 
may be ſure I ſhould tell you any thing that 


would gratify your curioſity, and furniſh you 
for your preſent expences of intellectual en- 
tertainment. But of this dramatick diſcovery 
I know nothing. | 


I cannot ſee but my maſter may with ſtub- 
born regularity totally recover. But ſurely, 


though the invaſion has been repelled from 


life, the waſte it has made will require ſome 
time and much attention to repair it. You 
muſt not grow weary of watching him, and 
he muſt not grow impatient of being watch- 
ed, 
Fray, - 
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Pray, of what wonders do you tell me? 
You make verſes, and they are read in pub- 
lick, and I know nothing about them. This 
very crime, I think, broke the link 5 amity 
between Richardſon and Miſs M „after 5 Udo. 
| a tenderneſs and confidence of many years. 
However, you muſt do a great deal more be- 
fore I leave you for Lucan or Montague, or 


any other charmer ; if any other charmer 
would have me. 


Iam ſorry that you have ſeen Mrs. 8 
She and her huſband exhibited two very dif- 
ferent appearances of human nature. But > 

| buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou. He prevailed: on i 3 
himſelf to treat her with great tenderneſs; and | | 
to ſhow how little ſenſe will ſerve for com- 
mon life, ſhe has paſſed through the world 
with leſs imprudence than any of her family. 


Sir Philip's bill has been rejected by the 
Lords. There was, I think, nothing to be 
objected to it, but the time at which it was 

| Propoſed, and the intention with which it was 
projected. It was fair in itſelf, but tended to 
weaken government when it is too weak ” 
already. — ” [4 


M E 
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* + * * * has no buſineſs about you, but 
to be taught. Poor B———'$ tenderneſs is 


very affecting. Comfort her all you can. I 


ſincerely wiſh her well. Declining life is a 
very awful ſcene. 


Pleaſe to tell Mr. Thrale, that I think I 
grow rather leſs; and that I was laſt week 
almoſt dizzy with vacuity. I repeat my chal- 
lenge to alternate diet; and doubt not but 


both of us, by adhering to it, may live more 


at eaſe, and a much longer time. 


Though I am going to dine with Lady 
Craven, ” 
J am, He. 


HETTER CW. 


DEAR MADAM, 
a 


erk ow 


and Mr. P called on 
me to-day with your letter to the elec- 
tors, and another which they had drawn up, 


to ſerve in its place. I thought all their ob- 


jections 
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jections juſt, and all their alterations proper. 
You had mentioned his ſickneſs in terms 
which give his adverſaries advantage, by con- 
firming the report which they already ſpread 
with great induſtry, of his infirmity and in- 
ability. You ſpeak, in their opinion, and in 
mine, with too little confidence in your own 
intereſt, By fearing, you teach others to fear. 
All this is now avoided, and it 1s to take its 
chance. 


How do you think I live? On Thurſday I 
dined with Hamilton, and went thence to 
Mrs. Ord. On Friday, with much company 
at Reynolds's. On Saturday, at Dr. Bell's. 
On Sunday, at Dr. Burney's, with your two 
ſweets from Kenſington, who are both well; 
at night came Mrs. Ord, Mr. Harris, and Mr. 
Greville, &c. On Monday, with Reynolds, 
at night with Lady Lucan ; to-day with Mr. 
Langton ; to-morrow with the Biſhop of St. 
Aſaph ; on Thurſday with Mr. Bowles ; Fri- 
day, ——; Saturday, at the Academy; Sun- 
day, with Mr. Ramſay. | 


I told Lady Lucan how long it was ſince 
ſhe ſent to me; but ſhe ſaid I muſt conſider 


how 


F 2 
, ———u— — 
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how the world rolls about her. She ſeemed 
_ that we met again. - 


The long intervals of ſtarving I do not think 
beſt for Mr. Thrale, nor perhaps for myſelf, 


but I knew not how to attain any thing bet- 


ter; and every body tells me that I am very 
well, and I think there now remains not 
much cauſe for complaint : but O for a glaſs, 
once in four-and-twenty hours, of warm wa- 


ter! Can warm water be had only at Bath, as 


fteam was to be found only at Knightſbridge. 


Nature diſtributes her gifts, they ſay, vari- 


ouſly, to ſhow us that we have need of one 
another; and in her bounty the beſtowed 
warm water upon Bath, and condemned the 
inhabitants of other places, if they would 
warm their water, to make a fire. I would 
have the young ladies take half a glaſs every 
third day, and walk upon it, 


I not only ſcour the town from day to day, 
but many viſitors come to me in the morn- 
ing; ſo that my work makes no great pro- 
greſs, but I will try to quicken it. I ſhould 
certainly like to buſtle a little among you, but 
I am unwilling to quit my oy till I have made 


an end. 
Lou 


nn AS: Wade... ao > ER dds, 
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Vou did not tell me in your laſt letter how 

Mr. Thrale goes on. If he will be ruled, for 

eught appears, he may live on theſe hundred 

years, Fix him when he comes in alternate 
diet. 

I am, deareſt Lady, 
Your, Sc. 


London, April 25, 1780. 


Now there is a date; look at it. 


LETTER cond 


To Mes. 1 HR 


DEAREST MADAM, L 
IR Thrale never will live abſtinently, till + . <= 
he can perſuade himſelf to abſtain by "ax : 1 44. . 

rule. I lived on potatoes on Friday, and on =. 2 3 
ſpinach to-day; but I have had, I am afraid, eehte, i. 49- 
too many dinners of late. I took phyſick "PE 3 
too both days, and hope to faſt to-morrow. 5 *, — 
When he comes home, we will ſhame him, 


and 
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| u. e 7 6. ' | . . | . 
4 Meet IM 112 and Jebb ſhall ſcold him into regularity. I 
Jeff 110 , a am glad, however, that he is always one of the 
| =” bg 387 fe company, and that my dear Queeney is again 
1 ” another. Encourage, as you can, the muſical 


On A = n girl. 
Kim nes t. eat | | ON 
Coon bees; . Nothing is more common than mutual diſ- 
Pratt i as like where mutual approbation is particularly 
_ Py T ee, expected. There is often on both ſides a vi- 
_ FO on gilance not over benevolent; and as attention 
A.. is ſtrongly excited, ſo that nothing drops un- 
heeded, any difference in taſte or opinion, 
| and ſome difference where there is no re- 
| | 221 ſtraint will commonly appears it immediately 


l generates diſlike. 


5 Never let criticiſms operate upon your face 

| h or your mind; it is very rarely that an author 

bl is hurt by his criticks. The blaze of reputa- 

| tion cannot be blown out, but it often dies in 
the ſocket ; a very few names may be conſi- 
dered as perpetual lamps that ſhine uncon- 
ſumed. From the author of Fitzoſborne's 
Letters I cannot think myſelf in much dan- 
ger. I met him only once about thirty years 

ago, and in ſome ſmall diſpute reduced him 


to whiſtle ; having not ſeen him ſince, that is 
_— bo the 
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the laſt impreſſion. Poor Moore the fabuliſt 
vas one of the company. 


Mrs. Montague's long ſtay, againſt her own 
inclination, is very convenient. You would, 
by your own confeſſion, want a companion; 
and ſhe is par Pluribus, converſing with her 
you may ind variety in one. 


At Mrs. Ord's I met one Mrs. B——=, a 
travelled lady, of great ſpirit, and ſome con- 
ſciouſneſs of her own abilities. We had a 
conteſt of gallantry an hour long, ſo much to 
the diverſion of the company, that at Ram- 
ſay's laſt night, in a crowded room, they 
would have pitted us again. There were 
Smelt, and the E:iſhop of St. Aſaph, who 
comes to every place; and Lord Monboddo, 
and Sir Joſhua, and ladies out of tale. 


The exhibition, how will you do, either 
to ſee or not to ſee! The exhibition is emi- 
nently ſplendid. There is contour, and keep- 
ing, and grace, and expreſſion, and all the 
varieties of artificial excellence. The apart- 
ments were truly very noble. The pictures, 
for the ſake of a ſky light, are at the top of 

the houſe; there we dined, and I fat over 
againſt the Archbiſhop of York. See how 


I live 
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- Llive when I am not under petticoat govern - 
ment. 
<5; N 
dende, May 1, 1980. | = 


Mark 1 e did not put the year to your 
laſt. 


LETTER CCEXXL 


To Mrs. T H RAL E. 


7 


E MAD AM, Bolt-court, F leet- ſtreet, May 7, 1780. | 
a A Aerlln . MEE has juſt been with me, and 
| . , the Election. has talked much talk, of which the re- 
| ſult is, that he thinks your preſence neceflary 

for a few days. I have not the ſame fulneſs 
of conviction; but your appearance would 
certainly operate in your favour, and yoù will 
judge better what meaſures of diligence and 
of expence are neceſſary. Money, Mr. P 
lays, muſt be ſpent; and he is right in wiſn- 
ing that you be made able to judge how far 
it is. ſpent properly. Perhaps, it is but per- 
haps, {ome deſire that I have of ſeeing you, 
makes 


o - O—_— 


4 — 
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makes me think the better of his reaſons. Can 
you leave Maſter? Can you appoint Mrs. 
governeſs? If you can, the expence 
of coming is nothing, and the trouble not 
much; and therefore it were better gratify 
your agents. Levy behaves well. 


I dined on Wedneſday with Mr. Fitzmau- 

rice, who almoſt made me promiſe to pals 
part of the Summer at Llewenny. To-mor- 
row I dine with Mrs. Southwel; and on 
Thurſday with Lord Lucan. To-night I go 
to Miſs Monkton's. Thus I ſcramble, when 


pou do not quite ſhut me up; but I am mi- 


ſerably under petticoat government, and yet 
am not very weary, nor much aſhamed. 


Pray tell my two dear girls that I will write 
to both of them next week; and let m—_ | 
know that I was / angry— 


I am, Oc. 


I know of Mrs. Deſmouline's letter. It will 
be a great charity. 


Let me know when you are to come. 


Vol. II. Il 
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LETTER CCXXXIL 


To Ms: T HR AL E 


DEAR MADAM Bolt-court, Fleet-ſtreet, 
| che May 8, 1780. 


Wourv. you deſire better ſympathy.—At 
the very time when you were writing, 
I was anſwering your letter. 


© HFaving ſeen nobody ſince I ſaw Mr. P 


> EE. | 
1 have little more to ſay, than when I wrote 


- | a very ae od laſt. My opinion is, that you ſhould come 
| | 4ronion. Me 094% to for a week, and ſhew yourſelf, and talk in 
© have BO) ua bat. te 
4 3. high terms; for it will certainly be propagated 
. - K with great diligence, that you deſpair and de- 
” des, rn LD fiſt ; and to thoſe that declare the contrary, it 
9 0 debe will be anſwered, Why then do they not ap- 
pear? To this no reply can be made that will 
keep your friends in countenance. A little 
buſtle and a little oſtentation will put a ſtop 
to clamours, and whiſpers, and ſuſpicions of 
£114 your friends, and calumnies of your oppo- 
| 4 N ver e „ nents. Be briſk, and be ſplendid, and be pub- 
{ % of u. 1-9) lick. You will probably be received with 


10 
| an, J vane cyt 


I much 
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much favour; and take from little people the 

opportunity which your abſence gives them of 
magnifying their ſervices, and exalting their 
importance. You may have more friends and 
fewer obligations. 


It is always neceſſary to ſhew ſome good 
opinion of thoſe whoſe good opinion we ſo- 
licit. Your friends ſolicit you to come; if 
you do not come, you make them leſs your 
friends, by diſregarding their advice. Nobody 
will perſiſt long in helping thoſe that will do 
nothing for themſelves. 


The voters of the Borough are too proud 
and too little dependant to be ſolicited by de- 
puties; they expect the gratification of ſeeing 
the candidate bowing or curtſeying before 

them. If you are proud, they can be ſullen, 


Suck is the call for your preſence ; what is 
there to withhold you? I ſee no pretence for 
heſitation. Mr. Thrale certainly ſhall not 

come; and yet ſomebody muſt appear whom 


the people think it worth the while to look 
=. 


Do not think all this while that I want to 
ſee you,—l dine on Thurſday at Lord Lu- 
I 2 | can's, 


1 
* nonſenſe Ceres 
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can's, and on Saturday at Lady n and 


I dined yelter day with Mrs. Some. 


As to my looks at the Academy, I was not 
told of them; and as I remember, I was very 
well, and J am well enough now, and am, 


Deareſt Lady, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCxXXIII. 


Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


MY DEAR SIR, May 9. 
V N did J ever plague you about con- 
| tour, and grace, and expreſſion? I have have 
| rs. Drake 25 dreaded 3 all three ſince that hap! eſs day day 
_ N wy ry 4. at Compeigne, when you teized me fo, and 
bout TE | 1 Mr. Thrale made what J hoped would have 
ve bee /-e proved a laſting peace; but French ground is 
2 _— 72 eres unfavourable to fidelity perhaps, and ſo now 
* = 0 . you begin again: after having taken live years 
. 2 breath, you might have done more than this. 


Say 


five a Fofore.. 84. 

. 1 

hes Ae, e lower 

l a L, J as | 
becauſe he. os and at her wm wu - 


TIS. $9 4 * * 5 
22 "Suf >» - "ih IT PC. I ey ne, : 
2 * " 8 ” L p 3 LIE 
4 £ : 
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| —Say another word, and L will bring up A. war 5h 
afreſh the hiſtory of your exploits at St. Denys, ly 2 * 4 5 
and how croſs you were for nothing—but - , . er, 
ſome how or other, our travels never make . . n 
any part either of our converſation or corre- at gen * 9 
ſpondence. I am willing to ſhew myſelf in /7* — 
Southwark, or in any place, for my maſter's 
pleaſure or advantage; but have no preſent 
conviction that to be re- elected would be ad- 
vantageous, ſo ſhattered a ſtate as his nerves 
are in juſt now - Do not you, however, fancy 
for a moment, that I ſhrink from fatigue or 
deſire to eſcape from doing my duty; — ſpiting 
one's antagoniſt is a reaſon that never ought 
to operate, and never does operate with me: 
I care nothing about a rival candidate's inu- 
endos, I care only about my huſband's health 
and fame; and if we find that he earneſtly 
wiſhes to be once more member for the Bo- 
rough—he hall be member, if any thing done 
or ſuffered by me will help make him ſo | 
This P—— and E. , and all the inhabi- 
tants of the Borough, friends and foes, are 
perfectly perſuaded of, whatever they may 
ſay. I ſhall leave his daughter governeſs when 
1 quit Bath, if to quit it will be really wiſe—a 
better can he never have. 1 5 
5 Mrs. 


iN 
| 
4 
\ 


: I , * * 9 * 0 1 2 4 * n 2 a * — S 
_—y — rhtrca. 4 2 — — 2 
* wot Ros a — — Wigs: yy Ten 
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Mrs. Deſmoulines has written, as we ſay, 
oddiſhly ; but ſince ſhe aſked your leave, &c. 


it is well enough. The anecdote at Mrs. 


Ord's is exceeding good :—1 only wiſh I had 
been preſent to hear ſuch a converſation. Mr. 


Fitzmaurice is always civiller both to you and 


me, than either of us deſerve.—I wonder (as 


the phraſe is) what he ſees in us Not much 
politeneſs ſurely. 


The Lives will be admirable, but we will 
talk of them another time : it is not author's 
criticiſm ever, or rival's malignity, that gives 
laſting pain. = 


Thy tooth is not ſo keen, &c. 


One friend's unkindneſs is harder to bear 
than the wiſeſt, and juſteſt, and harſheſt cen- 
ſures of all the wits and ſcholars put together; 
beſides, that the venom of the viper is reſto- 
rative I remember your telling me once that 
Doctor Nugent always ſqueezed the bag into 
his baſon of broth while he was ſick But 


if the gens a talents, as the French call them, | 


agree to hate me, the Methodiſts love you, ſays 
my dear Mr. Johnſon. I do hope that my 
amiable friend Mrs. Browne does love me, 1 

© mean 
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mean with diſtinction; for her ſweet philan- 
thropy inclines her to love and beneſit the 
whole human race: — Why ſhe ſhould, how- 
ever, be called a Methodiſt, you muſt tell 
for 'tis conſidered always a term of reproach, 
I truſt, becauſe I never yet did hear that any 
one perſon called himſelf a Methodiſt. The 
lady we are now ſpeaking of is a pious, 
charitable, peaceful Chriſtian, who at thirty 
years old, though elegant in her perſon, and 
high in health and fortune, reſolved upon 
leading a ſingle life, that ſhe might the better 
and the eaſier dedicate her thoughts to God, 
and her money to ſuch of his poor creatures 
who might want it. Our theatres in thoſe days 
were, I believe, but coarſely provided—and 
ſometimes ſuffered ſcenes to be exhibited upon 
them, groſs enough to wound a delicacy more 
blunted than her's—ſo ſhe reſolved to go no 
more herſelf; and by uttering her notions of 
ſtage immorality, endeavoured to keep away 
as many acquaintance as ſhe could. I heard 
her one evening throw out a pretty thought, 
and for ought I can recolleQ, a new one too, 
concerning the death of ſome gay friſker here 


at Bath, where ſuch lives and ſuch deaths are 
common, | 


I 4 _ 


| Woke ay po cx 


ba ever. Fea) 
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The cloſing hours of a mere pleaſure-hunt- 


ing mortal, ſaid ſhe, remind me of what J 


can recolle& of a theatre when the play is 
done: all ſmoke, and ſtink of candles ill- 
extinguithed, a confuſed crowd half loſt in 
darkneſs, with women's {creams from time to 
time heard at the door horrible contraſt to 
the gay ſhow immediately preceding: diſ- 
mal end of a fabulous repreſentation—gloomy 
concluſion of an airy and fantaſtic dream. Such 
a talker you ſee would not be eaſily down'd, 
as we call it, by my little whimſical compari- 
fon between ſolitude and ſociety. 


Well! but if you pleaſe we will ſpeak ſeri- 
ouſly upon the ſubject—for I had a grave 
converſation with her about it again in yeſterday, 
on her expreſſing an earneſt wiſh that Mr. 
Thrale would forego this fooliſh electioneer- 
ing buſineſs, quit the world at once, and think 
only on his preſent health and future hopes. 
Was every one to do ſo, Madam, ſaid I, upon 
the firſt attack of ſevere ſickneſs, would it be 
right? beſides, that there are vices peculiar to 
living alone, as there are others conſequent 
upon commercial, or in any way tumultuous 
life; and I believe that the ſame intellectual 


regimen 


* — 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 12 


regimen will no more ſuit all ſouls, than that 
the ſame diet will agree with all conſtitutions. 
Retirement, like the Sabbath, was made for 
man, not man for retirement; he who by na- 
ture or habit feels himſelf giddy, wild, and 
diſſipated, would be prudent in ſeeking his 
cure from ſilent contemplation; but a ſullen 
or ſenſual perſon is likely to find fewer incite- 
ments to his favourite crimes in a crowd. 


They who converſe freely with recluſes, 
have heard ſtrange tales of our arch-enemy's 
diligence even within convent walls; and 
though my dear Mr. Johnſon is juſtly enraged 
at the preſent ſpirit of irreverent rapacity which 
ſeeks to overthrow places once conſecrated to 
religious retirement—he is, I believe, himſelf 
perſuaded that the retreats of piety were often 
too ſlight a ſhelter from groſs temptations 
and that many mortals of each ſex have re- 


tired to worſe ſins than thoſe they left behind 
them in the world. 


The danger of this age and nation is all on 

— the other ſide to be ſure and ſo far I grant- 
ed to Mrs. Browne: —but *tis ſilly to live like 

the one- eyed doe in little Suſan's fable-book, 

| without 


122 LET T ERS TO AND FROM 


without knowing there 1 18 alſo danger on we 
other. 


So here is a counterpart to the famous fel- 
low who made himſelf immortal, by reading a 
military lecture to Hannibal; yet I really repent 
no part of the converſation or letter—and am 
almoſt ſure you will approve the ſentiments, 


Shall we have ſome chat about the Lives 
now ? that of Blackmore will be very enter- 
taining I dare ſay, and he will be reſcued from 
the old wits who worried him, much to your 
diſſiking: ſo a little for love of his Chriſtianity, 
a little for love of his phyſick, a little for love 
of his courage—and a little for love of con- 
tradiction, you will ſave him from his male- 
volent criticks, and perhaps do him the honour 
to devour him yourſelf—as a lion is faid to 
take a great bull now and then from the wolves 
which had fallen upon him in the deſert, and 
gravely eat him up for his own dinner. 


Here muſt 2nd our correſpondence for a 
while. Let me ſee you at the Borough-houſe 
as ſoon as I get there: every body ſays I muſt 
come up directly, and my maſter urges me, 

and 
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and I am going to arrange matters for my 
departure If I poſſeſs any of the wonder- 
ful powers you compliment me with, let me 


exert them now. Dear Sir Philip will lend 


me his valuable aſſiſtance — it will on this oc- 
caſion be invaluable, reſpected as he is by his 
own party. Here are letters come to call me 
to London—and they ſhall not find me dila- 


tory now, nor lazy when 1 am arrived. Pray 


meet me, and add your counſel to our acti- 
vity. Mrs. D will be my douce compagne 


upon the occaſion, and every friend will buſtle 


for poor dear Mr. Thrale this one time more! 


He ſhall, ſay you, buſtle for himſelf the next 
time, and need none of us. Well, ſo he ſhall 
for ought I know; he is quite pert to-day, and 


ſo is 


Your ever faithful, and 


obliged ſervant, _ 
H. L. THRALE 
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LETTER CCXXXIV. 


To Mrs. T HR AI. E. 


Bolt- court, Fleet-ſtreet, 
London, May 9, 1780. 


DEAR MADAM, 
{| 1s morning brought me the honour of 

a viſit from Sir Philip, who has been 
to ſurvey Streatham, and thinks it will be 
long before you can return thither; which he 
conſiders as a loſs to himſelf of many plea- 
ſant days which your reſidence might have 
afforded. We then talked about our miſtreſs, 
and, ——; and I faid you had moſt wit, 
and moit literature. 


Mr. Evans brought me your letter, to which 
J had already ſent the anſwer; nor have I any 
thing to add, but that the more I reflect, and 
the more I hear, the more I am convinced of 
the neceſſity of your preſence. Your adver- 
ſaries will be for ever ſaying, that you deſpair 
of ſucceſs, or diſdain to obtain it by the uſual 
ſolicitation. Either of theſe ſuppoſitions ge- 
| nerally 
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nerally received ruins your intereſt, and your 
appearance confutes both. 


Cette Anne ſi belle, 


Qu'on vante ſi fort, 
Pourquoi ne vient t' elle, 
Vraiment elle a tort. 


While you ſtay away your friends have no 
anſwer to give. 


Mr. P , as I ſuppoſe you know, has 
refuſed to join with H, and is thought 
to be in more danger than Mr. Thrale. 


Of 


take any notice; he is a man of no charac- 
wn. 


My Lives creep on. I have done Addiſon, 
Prior, Rowe, Granville, Sheffield, Colline, 
Pitt, and almoſt Fenton. I 4 to take 
Congreve next into my hand. I hope to have 


done before you can come home, and then 
whither ſhall I go? 


What comes, of my dear, ſweet, charming, 


lovely, pretty, little Queeney's learning ? 
This is a ſad long interruption, and the 


wicked world will make us no allowance, but 


wil call u 


Lady 


's 's letter, I would have you not 


elle 3 
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Lady Lucan ſays, ſhe hears Queeney i is won» 
derfully accompliſhed, and I did not _y ill 
of her. 


Did I tell you that Scot and Jones both of- 
fer themſelves to repreſent the Univerſity in 
the place of Sir Roger Newdigate. They are 
ſtruggling hard for what others think neither 
of them will obtain. 


Ke I am not grown fat. I did thrive a little, 
but I checked the pernicious growth, and am 
now ſmall as before. 


J am, Oc. 
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LETTER (cxxxXV. 
To Mn. T HR X 


DEAR MADAM, May 23, 1780. 
* letter told me all the good news. 
Mr. Thrale well, Queeney good, and 
yourſelf not ſo ill but that you know how 
to be made well; and now is gone, 
you have the ſole and undivided empire of 

Bath ; and you talk to many whom you can- 


not wake wiſer, and enjoy the fooliſh face of 
praiſe. 


But and you have had, with all 

your adulations, nothing finer ſaid of you 
than was ſaid laſt Saturday night of Burke 
and me. We were at the Biſhop of — 's, 
a biſhop little better than your biſhop; and 
towards twelve we fell into talk, to which the 
ladies liſtened, juſt as they do to you; and 


ſaid, as I heard, there is no r rf ng unleſs ſome- 
body will cry fire. 


T was 
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I was laſt night at Miſs Monkton's ; and 
there were Lady Craven and Lady Cran- 
burne, and many ladies and few men. Next 
Saturday I am to be at Mr. Pepys's, and in 
the intermediate time am to provide for my- 
felf as I can. | 


You cannot think how doggedly I left your 
| Houſe on Friday morning, and yet Mrs. Ab- 
beſs gave me ſome muſhrooms; but what are 
muſhrooms without my miſtreſs? 


My maſter has ſeen his hand-bill ; will he 
ſtand to it? I have not heard a word from the 
Borough ſince you went away. 


Dr. Taylor is coming haſtily to town, that 
he may drive his lawſuit forward. He ſeems 
to think himſelf very well. This lawſuit will 
keep him in exerciſe, and exerciſe will keep 
him well. It is to be wiſhed that the law may 
double its delays. If Dr. Wilſon dies, he will 
take St. Margaret's, and then he will have the 
buſtle of the pariſh to amuſe him. J expect him 


every day. | 
TI am, dear Lady, 
8 | 4 Your, - Ts, - 
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LE T T E K cox 
Mrs. T H RAL. E to Dx. JOHNSON. 


DEAR SIR, May. 
you glad my letter was ſo good a one. I 
1 can certainly ſay nothing too good of Mr. 
'Thrale, for ſeeming pleaſed that I had done 
what it was my indiſpenſible duty to do, or 
of his daughter for behaving ſo ſweetly in my 
abſence. We found engagements out of num- 
ber to be complied with; the firſt was a con- 
cert at the Dean of Offory's (I like his lady 
violently), and that vexed me, becauſe my 
looks were not recovered; and ſo I ſhone at 
the Creſcent like a pale moon indeed. 1 


Here is every thing in this pretty town of 
Bath — every thing poſſible; good and bad, 
for what I ſee. Did we tell you when we 
were in London the other day, how Miſs 
| Burney picked up a female infidel one morn- 
ing, and bid her read Raſſelas; and how I 
lighted on a fanatick, and bid her read Raſ- 

H. jo ſelas? 
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ſelas? Perhaps not, for you only call ſuch in- 
telligence flattery ; though the London wits 
beat us at that too, when they talk of crying 
fire in the ſtreet, that they may break up a 
converſation which would otherwiſe engage 
them till next day. All this, however, we ſet 
on one fide during the election hurry. My 
maſter will ſtand to his hand-bill ; he es it: 
and I like exceedingly your ſullen removal 
from the round tower, where muſhrooms 
would almoſt grow of themſelves now, the 
weather is getting ſo hot. Our flagſtones 
upon the South Parade burn one's feet through _ 
one's ſhoes; but the Bath belles, fearleſs of 
fire ordeal, trip about, ſecure in cork ſoles and 
a clear conſcience. I wiſh though, that you 
would put in a word of your own to Mr. 
Thrale about eating leſs; for he will mind 
you more than us, and his too great ſpirits 
juſt at this moment fright me. Oh, here 
comes Dr. Moyſey, to talk about Whig and © 
Tory, and the reign of King Charles the Se- 
cond ; how that ſtyle of converſation does 
wear one out, eſpecially from a profeſſional 
man, and when one is wiſhing to bring for- 
ward a ſubject really intereſting. It would be 
a choice comfort to me if the people would 
| agree 
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agree to hate diſſention, and love one another, 
and mind their buſineſs, and hang the poli- 
ticks. I am ſure I had plague enough with 
ſuch ſtuff at the Borough, no need to be pur- 
ſued with it here. Talk to Lawrence if you 
can commodioully, and let me know the re- 
ſult / think the one glaſs of water which you 
ſcorn ſo has an effect, and that effect not a 
good one——it gives dizzineſs ; but there is 
no immediate harm coming, our Doctors 


lay. | 


How does Congreve's life turn out? Tell 
me all the news. I would not wiſh you to be 
too much flattered : milk itſelf, when injected 
into the veins, is poiſon, the wiſe men ſay; 
ſo if adulation ſhould be forced upon you, cry 
out, or run away to me, or any thing ; but 
J expect theſe Lives to be very clever things 
after all, take as little pains with them as you 
can: we will have all the great proſe writers 
| ſome time, and then I ſhall be zealous for 
Bacon. 


Mean time, Heaven ſend this Southwark 
election ſafe, for a diſappointment would half 
kill my huſband; and there is no comfort in 
tiring every friend to death in ſuch a manner, 
K 2 "I and 
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and loſing the town at laſt. How charmingly 
kind that dear Mr. Devaynes behaved. Well! 
it was really clever management to carry Sir 
Philip and him about together fo, at a time 
when they diſagreed concerning every ſub- 
Jett except ſerving me; and how exceſſively 
agreeable they made themſelves that day we 
_ dined in St. John's! and how ſweet it was to 
ſee them united cloſely in a cauſe of private 
friendſhip! All my doings, ſays your boaſtful 
miſtreſs : but I know that water, though the 
moſt inſipid of all bodies, is the only thing 
which gives coheſion to every other, and 
which alone can unite the moſt heterogeneous 
fubſtances. 


I have no care about enjoying undivided 
empire, nor any thoughts of diſputing it with 
Mrs. — She conſiders her title as in- 
diſputable moſt probably, though I am ſure I 
never heard her urge it. Queen Elizabeth, 
you remember, would not ſuffer her's to be 
enquired into——and J have read ſomewhere 
that the Great Mogul is never crowned. 


How ſhall I fill up the other fide of the 
ſheet? With a date, if you pleaſe; but it will, 


upon reconſideration, reach but a little way, 
o 
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ſo we had as 5 finiſh here, and ſay how 
much 


Jam, oc. 


H. L, THRALE. 


I have got ſome new matter; Burney has 
Juſt ſhewn me a fine letter from a fine letter- 
writer, all about you, requeſting one body to 
requeſt another body to requeſt of you, that 
you will read a manuſcript play compoſed by 
I know not who: the fears, and delicacies, 
and daintifications of whom filled four ſides 
of a folio paper. I looked grave, and thought 
how diligently you would peruſe it, how hard 
you would ſtudy it, and what marginal notes 
you would make—for though they don't in- 
fiſt on criticiſm, they'll admit it. So much 
for them ; but I have uſed Mrs. Byrom very 
ill in not naming her to you, when her par- 
tiality is ſuch, that ſhe quarrelled with a friend 
for denying you elegance of manner here one 
day, though the. lady had really granted you 
in the courſe of converſation almoſt every 


K 3 1 bother 
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other attainable excellence : but now that Mr. 


Taſker has compared you to Venus, we will 
wonder at nothing. 


A-propos to gallantry, here is a gentleman 
hooted out of Bath for ſhewing a lady's love 
letters to him; and ſuch is the reſentment of 
all the females, that even the houſe-maid re- 
fuſed to make his bed. I think them perfect- 
ly right, as he has broken all the common 

ties of ſociety; and if he were to fleep on 
| ſtraw for half a year inſtead of our old fa- 
vourites the Capucin friars, it would do him 
no harm, and ſet the men a good example. 


Adieu, Dear Sir, all goes pretty well with 
us; but do ſpeak to Dr. Lawrence about that 
vertiginous ſenſation which I fancy is occa- 
honed by the water. We heard of it only once 
though. 
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LETTER CCXXXVII. 


To Mrs. 1 H 


DEAR MADAM, 


| © wap has been Dr. Lawrence with me, and 
1 I ſhowed him your letter; and you may 

eaſily believe we had ſome talk about my 
maſter. He ſaid, however, little that was 


new, except this, which is of great import- | 
ance, that if ever he feels any uncommon ſen- 3 
ſation in his head, ſuch as, heavineſs, pain, = \ 


or noiſe, or giddineſs, he ſhould have imme- | 

diate recourſe to ſome evacuation, and thinks | 

a cathartick moſt eligible. He told me a caſe 

of a lady, who ſaid ſhe felt a dizzineſs, and | 

would bleed; to bleed, however, ſhe neglec- . | 1 
( 


ted, and in a few days the dizzineſs became: 
an apoplexy. He ſays, but do not tell it, 
that the uſe of Bath water, as far as it did any "$7 
thing, did miſchief. He preſſes abſtinence: 9 <aw | | | 
very ſtrongly, as that which muſt do all that 2 Jo fin, um, ib || 
can be done; and recommends the exerciſe of <9 = I | | 4 
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walking, as tending more to extenuation than 
that . riding. 


19 Vale 4 has let out another pound of blood, 
and is come to town, briſk and vigorous, 

fierce and fell, to drive on his lawſuit. No- 

. thing 12. in all life now can be more_proffigater_ 

| elegant L, than what he is; and if, in caſe, that ſo be, 
Reg of Ha, that they perſiſt for to ) reſiſt him, he is re- 
155 F ſolved not to ſpare no money, nor no time. He 
„ is, I believe, thundering away, His ſolicitor 


„ has turned him off; and I think it not unlikely 
that he will tire his lawyers. But now don't 
you talk. 


My dear Queeny, what a good girl ſhe is. 
Pray write to me about her, and let me know 
her progreſs in the world. Bath is a good 
place for the initiation of a young lady. She 
can neither become negligent for want of ob- 
ſervers, as in the country ; nor by the imagi- 
nation that ſhe lies concealed in the crowd, as 
in London. Lady Lucan told me, between 
ourſelves, how much ſhe had heard of 
Queeny's accompliſhments ; ſhe muſt there- 
fore now be careful, ſince ſhe begins to have 
the public eye upon her. 


b . * : A lady 
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A lady has ſent me a vial, like Mrs. Neſ- 
bit's vial, of eſſence of roſes. What am I come 
to? 


Congreve, whom I diſpatched at the Bo- | i 
rough while I was attending the election, is bg 
one of the beſt of the little lives; but then I ; 
had your converſation. | 


n 
. —˙ 0 —˙— eee 
—— 


You ſeem to ſuſpect that I think you = - = | ö 
earneſt about the ſucceſs of your ſolicitation: A 
if I gave you any reaſon for that ſuſpicion, it 
was without intention. It would be with 
great diſcontent that I ſhould ſee Mr. Thrale 
decline the repreſentation of the Borough, and 
with much greater ſhould I ſee him ejected. 
To fit in Parliament for Southwark, is the 
higheſt honour that his ſtation permits him to 


attain; and his ambition to attain it, 1s lurely 3 Ho w gd, 


rational and laudable. I will not ſay that for K 74 


an honeſt man to ſtruggle for a vote in the a mere ref 
legiſlature, at a time when honeſt votes are ſo pp odliam — _ 
much wanted, is abſolutely a duty, but it is a lent wore. 
ſurely an act of virtue. The expence, Hamas to 

was more, I ſhould wiſh him to deſpiſe. Money ge =, 
is made for ſuch purpoſes as this. And the = Ae was W 
method to which the trade is now brought, ſſee ale: a atl. 
will, I hope, faye him from any want of what 
he ſhall now ſpencd. 


Keep 
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Keep Mr. Thrale well, and make him keep 
himſelf well, and put all other care out of your 
dear head. 


Sir Edward Littleton's buſineſs with me was 
to know the character of a candidate for a 
{ſchool at Brewood in Staffordſhire ; to which, 
I think, there are ſeventeen pretenders. 


Do not I tell you every thing? what wouldſt 
thou more of man? It will, I fancy, be neceſ- 
fary for you to come up once again at leaſt, 
to fix your friends and terrify your enemies. 
Take care to be informed, as you can, of the 
ebb or flow of your intereſt ; and do not lofe 

at Capua the victory of Cannz. I hope I need 
not tell you, dear — that 


1 am, Oc. 


Thurſday, May 25, 1780. | 
No. $. Bolt-court, Fleet-ſtreet, London. 


q 


Look at this, and learn. 
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LETTER CCXXXVIII. 
To Mr. T H RAL. E. 


DEAR SIR, | London, May 30, 1780. 
5 8 never deſired me to write to you, and 
therefore cannot take it amiſs that I have 
never written. I once began a letter, in which 
I intended to exhort you to reſolute abſti- 
nence ; but I rejoice now that I never ſent, 
nor troubled you with advice which you do 
not want. The advice that is wanted is com- 


monly unwelcome, and that which is not want- 
ed is evidently impertinent. 


The accounts of your health, and of your 

caution, with which I am furniſhed by my 
miſtreſs, are juſt ſuch as would be wiſhed, and 
I congratulate you on your power over your- 
ſelf, and on the ſucceſs with which the exer- 
ciſe of that power has been hitherto rewarded. 
Do not remit your care; for in your condi- 


tion it is certain, that ſecurity will produce 
danger. 


You 


\ 
1 
A 

, 
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You always uſed to tell me, that we could 
never eat too little; the time is now come to 
both of us, in which your polition is verified. 
I am really better than I have been for twenty 
years paſt ; and if you perſiſt in your preſent 


laudable practice, you may live to tell your 


great grandchildren the advantages of abſti- 
nence. | 


I have been ſo idle, that I know not when 
I ſhall get either to you, or to any other place; 
for my reſolution is to ſtay here till the work 
is finiſhed, unleſs ſome call more preſſing than 
I think likely to happen ſhould ſummon me 
away. Taylor, who is gone away briſk and 
Jolly, aſked me when I would come to him, 


but I could not tell him. I hope, however, 


to ſee ſtanding corn in ſome part of the earth 
this Summer, but I ſhall hardly ſmell hay, or 
ſuck clover flowers. 


I am, Oc. 
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LETTER CCXRMES 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, 
* ou miſtake about Dr. Taylor's claim upon 
the Abbey; the prebends are equal, but 
the ſenior prebendary has his choice of the 
livings that are in the gift of the chapter, of 
which St. Margaret's is one; which if Wilſon 
dies, he may take if he pleaſes. He went 
home luſty and ſtout; having buſtled ably 
about his lawſuit, which at laſt, I think, he will 
not get. 


Mr. Thrale, you ſay, was pleaſed to find 
that I wiſh him well; which ſeems therefore 
to be a new diſcovery. I hoped he had known 
for many a year paſt that nobody can wiſh 
him better. It is ſtrange to find that ſo many 
have heard of his fictitious relapſe, and ſo few 
of his continual recovery. 


And you think to run me down with the 
Biſhop and Mrs. Carter, and Sir James; and 
I know 


6 
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I know not whether you may not win a heat, 
now the town grows empty. Mrs. Veſey 
ſuſpects {till that I do not love them ſince that 

ferimage. But I buſtle pretty well, and ſhew 
myſelf here and there, and do not like to be 
quite loſt. However, I have as many invita- 
tions to the country as you; and I do not 
mind your breakfaſts, nor your evenings. 


Langton is gone to be an engineer at Cha- 
tham; and I ſuppoſe you know that Jones 
and Scot oppoſe each other for what neither 
will have. 


If Mr. Thrale at all remits his vigilance, let 
Hat , Je na, d. the Doctor looſe upon him. While he 18 


\s 45 / n watched he may be kept from miſchief, but 


4 „ PEAS, 2 he never can be ſafe without a rule; and no 
& et, a 0 Veh rule will he find equal to that which * been 
1 Wy 41 4 ſo often mentioned, of an alternate diet; in 
He, L, fe were "which, at leaſt in this ſeaſon of vegetation, 


lech 2 2 5 there is neither difficulty nor hardſhip. 


the' le, 

rich 4. 2 Za, L 9 I am, deareſt Madam, 

og ea ug | 
. Tour, Oc. 


London, No. 8. Bolt-court, ä 
June 6, 1780. 


Mind this, and tell Queeney. 
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LETTER CCXL. 


To Ms. T HR 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 9, 1780. 18 
T* the queſtion, Who was impreſſed with | : 

conſternation ? it may with great truth wy 
be anſwered, that every body was impreſſed, | 4 


for nobody was ſure of his ſafety. 


On Friday the good Proteſtants mot in St. 

George's Fields, at the ſummons of Lord 
George Gordon, and marching to Weſtmin- 
ſter, inſulted the Lords and Commons, w Who me ee (by bans. 
all bore it with great tameneſs. At night the 4 
outrages began by the demolition of the maſs- He ne bs _—_ 
houſe by Lincoln' 8 Inn. 5 2 Artes l | | 


AJ Ih i717 Comm 
An exact journal of a week's defiance of calle? Hut {© 
government I cannot give you. On Monday, Geral 2 72 ſoa 2 | 
Mr. Strahan, who had been inſulted, ſpoke to 4 A 2 Fi 2 * 
Lord Mansfield, who had I think been in- Gael Bi 2 | 
ſulted too, of the licentiouſneſs of the popu- 6& 
lace; and his Lordſhip treated it as a very All 


72 
light irregularity. On Tueſday night they _ * 
7 4 | | pulled Log ds -3A - 4 


2 
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pulled down Fielding's houſe, and burnt his 
goods in the ftreet. They had gutted on 
Monday Sir George Savile's houſe, but the 
building was ſaved. On Tueſday evening, 
leaving Fielding's ruins, they went to New=- 
gate to demand their companions who had 
been ſeized demoliſhing the chapel. The 
| Keeper could not releaſe them but by the 
bi Mayor's permiſſion, which he went to aſk; | 
I - | at his return he found all the priſoners * 
1 leaſed, and Newgate in a blaze. They then 
| went to Bloomſbury and faſtened upon Lord 
| | Mansfield's houſe, which they pulled down; 
1 and as for his goods, they totally burnt them. 
3 They have ſince gone to Cane- wood, but a 
= guard was there before them. They plun- 
i dered ſome Papiſts, I think, and burnt a maſs- | 
Houſe in Moorhelds the ſame night. 48 


] 
= 
On Wedneſday I walked with Dr. Scot to 1 
look at Newgate, and found it in ruins, with 0 
the fire yet glowing. As I went by, the Pro- 
teſtants were plundering the Seſſions-houſe at 


f the Old Bailey. There were not, I believe, a k 

hundred ; but they did their work at leiſure, 0 

| nl in full ſecurity, without ſentinels, without tre- 5 

113 pidation, as men lawfully employed, in full 0 
4 1 oe A day. — FU is the cowargice of a commercial 
* e, T= Pcs. 
I defence N. 8 3 


| Ces of 7 | 7 
| 2 Sena on- 
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place. On Wedneſday they broke open the 
Fleet, and the King's-bench, and the Marſhal- 
ſea, and Woodſtreet-counter, and Clerken- 

well Bridewell, and releaſed all the pri- 
ſoners. 


At night they ſet fire to the Fleet, and to 

the King's-bench, and I know not how many 

other places; and one might ſee the glare of 

conflagration fill the ſky from many parts. 

The ſight was dreadful. Some people were 

threatened ; Mr. Strahan adviſed me to take | 

care of myſelf. Such a time of terror you <4 « 4 Ame 4 


gs | K ce. AD. 
have been happy in not ſeeing. gene 3 Ame 


on 2 4g 
The King ſaid in council, ths the magi- 2 1 Aa 


ſtrates had not done their duty, but that he many - Is; 4 
would do his own; and a proclamation was 2 . . 
publiſhed, A us to keep our ſervants 7" 2 1:4 
within doors, as the peace was now to be pre- n+ fave 
ſerved by force. The ſoldiers were ſent out to , e e i 


different parts, and the town is now at quiet. 2 oy 4 9 


a. 


What has happened at your heal you will e. peep — 


know, the harm is only a few butts of beer; A 
and I think you may be ſure that the 2 . 


4% Me 
is over. There is a * of ſoldiers at St. £4 


Margaret's Hill. ut feed LG Ae * 
. | 


go. A 6 4 uy i 
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Of Mr. Tyſon I know nothing, nor can 
gueſs to what he can allude; but I know that 
a young fellow of little more than ſeventy, is 
naturally an unreſiſted conqueror of hearts. 


Pray tell Mr. Thrale that I live here and 
have no fruit, and if he does not interpoſe, 
am not likely to have much; but I think he 
might as well give me a little, as give all to the 
gardener. 


Pray make my compliments to Queeney 
and Burney. 


—_— | -- |} _—_ 12 655 


LETTER CCI. 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. | 


Bath, 3 o'Clock on Saturday morning, 
June 10, 1780. 
u, my Dear Sir! was I ever particular 3 in 
dating a letter before? and is this a time 
- "BY 6 fm, to begin to be particular when I have been up 


} - tn .. ni ht in _tremblin agitation, and onl 
_—_ > BY been, — 5 — Y 


a} „ Kme — Day | | write 
refſtance ever jo 2 | 0 
rhe f. A 


| Can wel I 6 A wn 
„ "BS 


fe 
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write now to drive time forward till the poſt 
comes in ?—God preſerve the future fortunes 

of my dear girls, I am expecting their doom 
every inftant: now am I glad the Welch eſtate 
is not ſettled one muſt find ſomething to be III 
glad of; and theſe barbarous beings cannot Aer wie , have “ 
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Ke way At AY 
2 of it iſte- 


her wr — 


burn up fields of graſs nor foreſts of timber... v4 5+ 
Miſs Burney is frighted, but ſhe ſays better af Fans 9 
times will come; ſhe made me date my letter 5 
ſo, and perſiſts in hoping that ten years hence 
we ſhall all three read it over together and be 
ee Oh no, NO, _ no! here 1s Poor poem - WANTS: 
ſpec of merriment; the flames of the Romiſh /. 2 oF 
chapel are not yet extinguiſhed, and the riot- 
ers are going to Briſtol to burn that. Their 
ſhouts are ſtill in my ears; and I do_not be- 4+ wo 22 _ 
lieve a dog or cat in the town ſleeps this =” . 4 7 
0 8 8 4 e 8 
night. Mr. Thrale ſeems thunderſtricken, he 3 L. anew 
don't mind any thing; and Queeney's curio= , e A. 
ſity is ſtronger than her fears. But perhaps 22 — AL, 
you will aſk, who is conſternated? as you did 44 cowor?s from 
/-1 «43hout the French invaſion : ſurely there is no- ere Ond of 


le 
co mares My ern To Ae He.. 


a-S3 


thing pedantick in expreſſing fear now how- 
% ever, nor nothing very romantick in feeling 
. it, when, for ought I can tell, our property 
will be deſtroyed to-night, and our perſons 
purſued to-morrow. The mob had always 
an idea of my huſband's being a concealed 

a. L 2 Papiſt, 


* 
ho fo tl 


$548 
1 
* % 


23 „ 


148 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


Papiſt, and they uſed to ſay that we kept a 
prieſt in the houſe. | 


I remember at one eleQion, a fellow re- 

proaching another for being Mr. Thrale's 
friend; and calling out to him, what, you are 
to be made a cardinal, an! you, for ſerving 
Popiſh Harry: and this new bulineſs of the 
Quebeck bill has given them freſh alarm. 


LOI 77 1 e-: Trifles, light as air, are to the jealous 


UE Rood. « Ty 1 Conſummation ſtrong, as proofs of holy writ, 


4 OY hf fe 


— 


ſays Shakeſpear; and when much wiſer men 
than an election-mob is likely to conſiſt of, 
once take up an hypotheſis, they are ſure to 
make all common ſenſe and plain experience 
bend to it. Like the iron bed of the tyrant 
Procruſtes, who {tretched thoſe who were too 


Aa- Joe., Ie — 


ſhort, and lopped thoſe that were too long, 
till he made them fit. 


Oh, would to heaven theſe letters would 
but come! ſome hope J have in Perkins's abi- 
lity and diligence, ſome in our dear Sir Phi- 
lip's ever friendly care. God preſerve their 


7 be 2 en A. wo lives for families which adore them. May 


they but ſave my children's fortunes from a 
deſtruction ſo little expected. 


The 


Daz. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 149 


The mad fools here hooted a poor inoffen- 
ſive man till he ſcampered over the wall, and 
ſaid they were ſure he muſt be the Pope, be- 
cauſe he lodged on St. James's Parade, and 
had a night-gown with gold flowers in it. 


Such ideots! but J have a better ſtory than 
that. When the ſoldiers were ſent for three hours 
ago, a ſhopkeeper's wife very wiſely ſaid to 
me, Why now Ma'am, I begins to find what 
fools we were when we made ſuch a piece of 
work one election year, and ſaid that no ſol- 
diers ſhould come in the town, cauſe we were 
free Britons. Why, Lord have mercy, it was 


a great deal a better maxim to ſleep ſafe in our Hm! £47 
beds, than be free Britons and burned to 22 N 
w_ 


AC 


death. „„ OR, pe 


Y 
So Toryiſm and martial law, and landing“ cs, aa, 45 


armies for ever; and when the Papiſts are all reaune) to 4 
burned, and the Proteſtants all hanged for FS ee, — 


God Awe oe 
burning them, the Jews may jump for Joy. Moe wary Aula, 
E think no one elſe can be pleaſed. 2 oboe . 


ES 


Here come the letters; ſafe, ſafe, ſafe. Sir "00 Ry 


Philip, kind creature, has been more than / 
charming; he has ſaved us all by his friendly 
attivity—God bleſs him Do go to his 

"WY houſe, 


— — 
— - 5 — _— * 3 0 — 2 * — * 8 — 
rs — * - 85 V %SÞ F 2 y#5% * 8 * * 1 * GY en er — a at 
d s 


ger ,a by 


A. Je. rent) 4. 
Te con . ty cen, 
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houſe, and thank him; pray do, and tell him 
how I love him—he loves you and a viſit 
from Doctor Johnſon will be worth forty let- 
ters from me, though I ſhall write inſtantly. 


Perkins has behaved like an emperor, and 
'tis my earneſt wiſh and defire, command if 
you pleaſe to call it ſo, that you will go over 
to the brewhouſe and expreſs your ſenſe of his 
good behaviour. 5 


All is over ſo far, bleſſed be God: but Mr. 
Thrale is ſcarcely in ſecurity here, for the 
rioters have ftrange ideas about his Papr/m 

* ſome how—We will move off therefore, and 
pate core of 6: finiſh our Summer at Brighthelmſtone, where 
l, 4. be was I truſt there is peace and quietneſs; and if not, 
A = 4 why the ſea and the packet are at hand. Mean 
cee ag alt A ret time, let us pray to be delivered alike from 


Leere A 7 
TT, the dangers of deſpotiſm and anarchy. The 


ar of neth 
but l. fave ts 4 miniature I have ſeen gives me a perfect idea 
b, ke Auf. , of what you in London have been witneſs to 
ETFS... 4s but here will be no camps they ſay, and in 
WW 4 mot town we have been told all people are putting 
= immediately under martial law. 


So farewell, and direct to Suffex after to- 
morrow; and let us hope theſe horrors are 
| nearly 
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nearly at an end. Was not there an inſur- 
rection once in Henry VIIIth's time ſome- 
thing like this? when foreigners, of whatever 
religion or country they might be, became | \' 
victims to the fury of a miſgoverned multi- \] | 
tude; many of which were hanged afterwards | 
for burning the. property of aliens, as they 

were then phraſed. I think the ſtory is in - 
one of our old folios at Streatham, and that | 27 
the rioters proceeded exactly like thoſe of the 

preſent day. Tis one of thoſe fevers per- | | 
haps which ſome conſtitutions are ſubject to, | \ 
and in a couple more centuries we ſhall have 
ſuch another ſhock to recover from. Mean 
time I ſhall not go to bed, becauſe my mind 
is too much agitated ; but as ſoon as this let- 

ter is folded up, the cold bath ſhall ſteady my 

| Nerves a little for packing my trunks, and 
carrying the family acroſs theſe country roads 
where leaſt confuſion may be expected, and 

we will get to the ſeaſide at Portſmouth, and 
fo coaſt away to our old quarters, 


The worſt is, it will, before your letters 
reach me, be a full fortnight at leaſt ; but 
never mind, every ſoul one meets will be able 1 
to give general accounts, and for particulars ö | 
we may wait—or make more haſte, if to wait | 


|} 
44 0 ſhould | 
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ſhould prove too difficult. I am at all times 
and places, | . 
7 DEAR SIR, 
Your moſt faithful ſervant, 
L. H. THRALE. 


I wrote you a long letter this morning, or 
more properly yeſter morning, and ſaid 
we were going to Briſtol, but you muſt 
not mind that. 


LETTER CCXLI. 
To Mrs. T HR A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, June 10, 1780. 
* ou have ere now heard and read enough 
to convince you, that we have had 
ſomething to ſuffer, and ſomething to fear, 
and therefore I think it neceſſary to quiet 
the ſolicitude which you undoubtedly feel, 
by telling you that our calamities and ter- 
rors are now at an end. The ſoldiers are 
ſtationed ſo as to be every where within 
call; there is no longer any body of riot- 
ers, 
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ers, and the individuals are hunted to their 


holes, and led to priſon; the ftreets are ſafe 
and quiet; Lord George was laſt night ſent to 


the Tower. Mr. John Wilkes was this day with 
a party of ſoldiers in my neighbourhood, to 
ſeize the publiſher of a ſeditious paper. Every 
body walks, and eats, and ſleeps in ſecurity. 
But the hiſtory of the laſt week would fill you 


with amazement, it 1s without any modern 
example. | 


Several chapels have been deſtroyed, and 
ſeveral inoffenſive Papiſts have been plunder- 
ed, but the high ſport was to burn the jails. 
This was a good rabble trick. The debtors 
and the criminals were all ſet at liberty ; but 
of the criminals, as has always happened, 
many are already retaken, and two pirates 


have ſurrendered themſelves, and it is expec- 


ted that they will be pardoned. 


Government now acts again with its proper 
force; and we are all again under the protec- 
tion of the King and the law. I thought that 
it would be agreeable to you and my maſter 
to have my teſtimony to the publick ſecurity; 


and that you would ſleep more quietly when 


told you that you are ſafe. 
I am, deareſt Lady, Your, Cc. 


3 


134 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


LETTER CCXLII. 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 12, 1780. 


LL is well, and all is likely to continue 
well. The ſtreets are all quiet, and the 
houſes are all ſafe. This is a true anſwer to 
the firſt enquiry which obtrudes itſelf upon 
your tongue at the reception of a letter from 
London. The publick has eſcaped a very 
heavy calamity. The rioters attempted the 
Bank on Wedneſday night, but in no great 
number; and like other thieves, with no great 
reſolution. Jack Wilkes headed the party 
that drove them away. It is agreed, that if 
they had ſeized the Bank on Tueſday, at the 
height of the panick, when no reſiſtance had 
been prepared, they might have carried irre- 
coverably away whatever they had found. 
Jack, who was always zealous for order and 

| decency, declares, that if he be truſted with 


power, he will not leave a rioter alive. There 


is however now no longer any need of he- 
roiſm 


Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON. ng 
Nin or bloodſhed; no blue riband is any 


langer worn. 


called on Friday at Mrs. Gardi- 
ner's, to ſee how ſhe eſcaped or what ſhe ſuf- 
fered; and told her, that ſhe had herſelf too 
much affliction within doors, to take much 
notice of the diſturbances without. 


It was ſurely very happy that you and Mr. 
Thrale were away in the tumult; you could 
have done nothing better than has been done, 
and muſt have felt much terrour which your 
abſence has ſpared you. 


We have accounts here of great violences 
committed by the Proteſtants at Bath; and of 
the demolition of the maſshouſe. We have 
ſeen ſo much here, chat we are very credu- 
lous. 


Pray tell Miſs Burney that Mr. Hutton 

called on me yeſterday, and ſpoke of her with 

praiſe ; not profuſe, but very ſincere, juſt as 

I do. And tell Queeney, that if ſhe does not 

write oftener, I will try to forget her. There 

are other pretty girls that perhaps I could get, 
if I were not conſtant, 


My 


8 


> 


> 


; 


* 


: 
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My Lives go on but ſlowly. I hope to add 
ſome to them this week. I wiſh they were 
well done. 


Thus far I had written when I received 
your letter of battle and conflagration. You 
certainly do right in retiring; for who can 
ice of the rabble ? My maſter 
and Queeney are dear people for not being 
frighted, and you and Burney are dear people 
for being frighted. I wrote to you a letter of 
intelligence and conſolation ; which, if you 
ſtaid for it, you had on Saturday ; and I wrote 
another on Saturday, which perhaps may fol- 
low you from Bath, with ſome atchievement 


of John Wilkes. 


Do not be diſturbed; all danger here is ap- 
parently over: but a little agitation ſtill con- 
tinues. We frighten one another with ſeventy 
thouſand Scots to come hither with the Dukes 
of Gordon and Argyle, and eat us, and 
hang us, or drown us; but we are all at 
quiet. | 


I am glad, 8 I hardly know 1 that 
you are gone to Brighthelmſtone rather than 


to Briſtol, You are ſomewhat nearer home, 
| and 
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and I may perhaps come to ſee you. Bright- 
helmſtone will ſoon begin to be peopled, and 
Mr. Thrale loves the place ; and you will ſee 
Mr. Scraſe; and though I am ſorry that you 
ſhould be ſo outrageouſly unrooſted, I think 
that Bath has had you long enough. 


Of the commotions at Bath there has been 
talk here all day. An expreſs muſt have been 
ſent; for the report arrived many hours before 
the poſt, at leaſt before the diſtribution of the 
letters. This report I mentioned in the firſt 


part of my letter, While I was yet uncertain 
of the fact. 


When it is known that the rioters are 
quelled in London, their ſpirit will ſink in 


every other place, and little more miſchief 
will be done. | 


I am, dear Madam, 


Your, Oc. 
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LETTER CCXIIV. 


= MM THRACE 


F by, "I 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 14, 1780. 


Ente thing here is ſafe and quiet. This 

the firſt thing to be told; and this L 

told in my laſt letter directed to Bichtben- 

ſtone. There has indeed been an univerſal 

do & 16; . 4 panick, from which the King was the firſt 
RET LET that recovered. Without the concurrence of 
proves wntkhenk bis miniſters, or the aſſiſtance of the civil ma- 
_ — 2 l rate, he put the foldiers in motion, and 
_ +BY 4. ved the town from calamities, ſuch as a 


1 See, 1 rabble's government muſt naturally produce. 
7 n Raw ong 
* 2 Now you are at eaſe about the publick, I 


formalin A., may tell you that I am not well; I have had 

425 when 1% a cold and cough ſome time, but it is grown 

% do bad, that yeſterday I faſted and was blood- | 

. ed, and to day took phyſick and dined: but 
neither faſting nor bleeding, nor dinner, nor 
phyſick, have yet made me well. 


No 
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No ſooner was the danger over, than the 22 ,. 4 2 
all tie. Sex k a Foanty 


People of the Borough found out how fooliſh 


it. was to be afraid, and formed themſelves 
into four bodies. for the defence of the place; 

| through which they now march morning and 
evening: in a martial manner. 


I am glad to find that Mr. Thrale continues 
to grow better ; if he is well, I hope we ſhall 
be all well: but I am very weary of my cough, 
though I have had much worſe. 


I am, Tis. 


LETTER cox 


To Mr. K 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 15, 1780. 


| 1⁊ night J told you that I was not well; 
and: though you have much elſe ta think 
on, perhaps you may be willing enough. to 
hear, that by the help of an opiate, I voy 
* better * 


of „ 


F ns, * 
amd 


meg 


Whether 


wy Ae 


looked . 


Ya ac awd: 


$548 
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Whether I am or am not better, the town 
is quiet, and every body ſleeps in quiet, ex- 
cept a few who pleaſe themſelves with guard- 
ing us now the danger is over. Perkins 
ſeems to have managed with great dexterity. 
Every body, I believe, now ſees, that if the 


tumult had been oppoſed immediately, it had 
been immediately ſuppreſſed ; and we are 


therefore now better provided againſt -— 4 = 
ſurreCtion, than if none had happened. 


I hope you, and Maſter, and Queeney, and 
Burney, are all well. I was contented laſt 
night to ſend an excule to Veſey, and two 
days ago another to Mrs. Horneck; you may 
think I was bad, if you thought about it; and 


| why ſhould you not think about me who am 


ſo often thinking about you, and your appur- 


tenances. But there is no gratitude in this 
world. 
© —_— —_ ů —— 


But I could tell you, Doris, if J would; 
And ſince you treat me ſo, methinks I ſhould. 


So ſings the ſublime and pathetick Mr. 


| Walſh. Well! and I will tell you too. Among 


the heroes of the Borough, who twice a-day 
perambulate, or perequitate High-ſtreet and 
5 5. 
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the Clink, rides that renowned and redoubted 


knight, Sir Richard Hotham. There is mag- at's * Ae 
nanimity, which defies every danger that_is . n, 


paſt, and publick ſpirit, that ſtands ſentinel 
over property that he does not own. Tell me 
no more of the ſelf-devoted Decii, or of the 
leap of Curtius. Let fame talk henceforward 


with all her tongues of Hotham the Hat- 
maker. 


I was laſt week at Renny's converſatione, 
and Renny got her room pretty well filled; 
and there were Mrs. Ord, and Mrs. Haben 
and Mrs. Bunbury, and other illuſtrious 
names, and much would poor Renny have 
given to have had Mrs. Thrale too, and 


Queeny, and Burney: but human happineſs 


1s never perfect; there is always une_vude be. 9 


8 ZTun # Cm - BOS 


affreuſe, as Maintenon complained, there is 


vale 
ſome craving void left aking in the breaſt, 


town, to ſee the ſun in the crab, and perhaps e 


= 4 3 — 
Renny is going to Ramſgate; and thus the 4 


world drops away, and I am left in the ſultry . 3 2 


ore, 


Corr ecte? 


forme 8.4 ham (ab 


in the lion, while yu are paddling with the fe trot * — 


Nereids. 5 4. 


* 2 
I am, Oc. "fie was 2 5 | 


You. II. M 


mtr Laura 
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"LETTER ccxLVvI. 
To- Nirz.. T HR A UE 


DEAR MADAM, Wedneſday, June 21, 1780. 
N. you come to a ſettled place I have 
ſome inclination to write to you; for in 
writing after you there was no pleaſure. All 
is quiet; and that quietneſs is now more like- 
ty to continue than if it had never been diſ- 
turbed. 's caſe, if it be not affected, 
is ridiculous; but there is in the world much 
tenderneſs where there is no misfortune, and 
much courage where there is no danger. 


My cold is grown better, but ts not quite 
well, nor bad enough now to be complained 
of. I wiſh I had been with you to ſee the Iſle 
of Wight; but I ſhall perhaps go ſome time 
without you, and then we ſhall be even. 


What you told me of Mr. Middleton fright- 
ed me; but I am ftill of my old opinion, that 
a ſemivegetable diet will keep all well. I have 
dined on Monday and to-day only on peas. 


S 
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I ſuppoſe the town grows empty, for I have 
no invitations; and I begin to wiſh for ſome- 
thing, I hardly know what: but I ſhould like 
to move when every body is moving; and 
yet I purpoſe to ſtay till the work is done, 
which I take little care to do. Sic labitur 
lac. 


The world is full of troubles. Mrs. 
has juſt been with me to get a chirurgeon to 
her daughter; the girl that Mrs. Cumins re- 
jected, who has received a kick from a horſe, 
that has broken five fore- teeth on the upper 


| ſide. The world is likewiſe full of eſcapes; 


had the blow been a little harder it had killed 
her. 


It was a twelvemonth laſt Sunday fince the 
_ convulſions in my breaſt left me. I hope I 
was thankful when I recollected it: by re- 


moving that diſorder, a great improvement 


was made in the enjoyment of life. I am now 


as well as men at my age can expect to be, 
and I yet think I ſhall be better. 


I have had with me a brother of 


a Spaniſh merchant, whom the war has driven 


from his reſidence at Valencia; he is gone to 
ſee his friends, and will find Scotland but a 
M 2 ſorry 


„ BofeoeT, 
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ſorry place after twelve years reſidence in a 


happier climate. He 1s a very agreeable . 
and ſpeaks no Scotch. 


Keep Maſter to his diet, and tell him that 
his illwillers are very unwilling to think that 
he can ever ſit more in parliament, but by 


25 . L Son and reſolution he may ſee many par- 
u , liaments. Pay my reſpects to Queeney and 
. deter] ag bee, Burney. Living ſo apart we ſhall get no cre- 


dit by our ſtudies; but I hope to ſee you all 
again ſome time. Do not let ſeparation make 
us 2 one another. 


I am, Oc. 


E R mad 


To Mrs, T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MAD AM, London, July 4, 1780. | 


you are too happy for any body but your- 

ſelf to travel in ſuch pretty company, 
and leave every thing ſafe behind you, and 
find every thing well when you arrive; and 
yet I queſtion. if you are quite contented, 
though 
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though every body envies you. Keep my has < TIN = 


maſter tight in his geers, for if he breaks looſe 


the miſchief will be very extenſive. 


Your account of Mr. S—— and of Mid 
O is very melancholy; I wiſh them both 
their proper relief from their ſeveral maladies. 


But I am glad that Queeney continues well; 


and hope ſhe will not be too rigorous with 
the young ones, but allow them to be happy 
their own way; for what better way will they 
ever find?. 
C' eſt que l' enfant toujours eſt homme ; 
C'eſt que Phomme eſt toujours enfant. 

I have not ſeen or done much ſince I had 
the misfortune of ſeeing you go away. I was 
one night at Burney's. There were Pepys, 
and there were Mrs. Ord, and Paradiſe, and 
Hoole, and Dr. Dunbar of Aberdeen, and I 
know not how many more. And Pepys and 
I had all the talk. 


To-day called on me the Dean of Hereford, 
who ſays that the barley-harvelt 1 is likely to 


be very abundant. 'There is ſomething for 


our conſolation, Don't forget that I am, 

| Dear Madam, 1 
8 5 | Your, Oc. 
„ 


SA 
1 
3 4 12 
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LETTER CCXLVIII. 
To Mrs. T H R AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, E Londen; July 10, 1780. 
44 Aa fea F Mr. Thrale eats but half his uſual quan- 


9. 10, ——ů— 


Rowe beam boo of _tity, he can hardly eat too much. It were 

better however to have ſome rule, and ſome - 
ſecurity. Laſt week I ſaw fleſh but twice, and 
I think fiſh once, the reſt was peaſe. 


44 A. wa &, ou You are afraid, you ay, leſt I extenuate 


2 WY myſelf too faft, and are an enemy to violence: 
3. - 4g 2 but did you never hear nor read, dear Ma- 
dam, that every man has his genius, and that 

the great rule by which all excellence is at- 
tained, and all ſucceſs procured, is, to follow 
genius; and have you not obſerved in all our 
converſations that my genius is always in ex- 
tremes; that I am very noiſy, or very ſilent; 
very gloomy, or very merry; very ſour, or 
very kind? And would you have me croſs 
my genius, when it leads me ſometimes to vo- 
racity and ſometimes to abſtinence? You know 

| that 


© Þ% v3 
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that the oracle ſaid follow your genius. When 
we get together again, (but when alas will 
that be?) you can manage me, and ſpare me 
the ſolicitude of managing myſelf. 


Poor Miſs O called on me on Satur- 
day, with that fond and tender application 
which is natural to miſery, when it looks to 
every body for that help which nobody can 
give. I was melted; and ſoothed and eoun- 
ſelled her as well as I could, and ary to viſit 
her to-morrow. 


| She gave a very honourable account of my 
dear Queeney ; and ſays of my maſter, that 
ſhe thinks his manner and temper more al- 
tered than his looks, but of this alteration ſhe 
could give no particular account; and all that 
ſhe could ſay ended in this, that he is now 
| fleepy in the morning. I do not wonder at 
the ſcantineſs of her narration, ſhe is too buſy 
within to turn her eyes abroad, | 


I am glad that Pepys is come, but hope A. ha — 2 
that reſolute temperance will make him un- 


neceſſary. I doubt he can do no good to  poar 475, * 2 
a Scraſe. =. 

| _ . Ar ihe Gott, 

M 4 I ſtay ri. , 

| _ . fobgy 


advice or D, 


„te 


WL wile meas 4 


choſe . 


E Or Ci tn —ů 
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MW fiara 1500 fie, I ſtay at home to work, and yet do not 


— 540 


bony | Ok work diligently; nor can tell when I ſhall 


have done, nor perhaps does any body but 


myſelf wiſh me to have done; for what can 


they hope I ſhall do better? yet I wiſh the 
work was over, and I was at liberty, And 
what would I do if I was at liberty? Would I 
go to Mrs. Aſton and Mrs. Porter, and ſee 
the old places, and ſigh to find that my old 
friends are gone? Would I recal plans of life 


which I never brought into practice, and 


hopes of excellence which I once preſumed, 
and -never have attained? Would I compare 
what I now am with what I once expected to 


have been? Is it reaſonable to wiſh for ſug- 


geſtions of ſhame, and opportunities of ſor- 
row ? 


If you pleaſe, Madam, we will have an end 
of this, and contrive ſome other wiſhes. I 
wiſh I had you in an evening, and I wiſh I 


had you in a morning; and I wiſh I could 


have a little talk, and ſee a little frolick. 
For all this I muſt ſtay, but life will not 


ſtay, 


I will 


Ds. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 169 


1 will end my letter and go to Blackmore's 
life, when I have told you that 


I am; Wee 


LETTER CCXLIX. 
To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


London, July 27, 1780. 


AY thus it is, Madam, that you ſerve me. 
After having kept me a whole week 
hoping and hoping, and wondering and won- 
dering, what could have ſtopped your hand 
from writing, comes a letter to tell me, that I 
ſuffer by my own fault. As if I might not 
correſpond with my Queeney, and we might 


not tell one another our minds about politicks - 


or morals, or any thing elſe. Queeney and I 
are both ſteady, and may be truſted ; we are 
none of the giddy gabblers, » we think before 
we ſpeak, 


I am 


. 
7 
= 
f 


2 ne DR 


| MN NA 
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I am afraid that I ſhall hardly find my way 
this ſummer into the country, though the 
number of my Lives now grows leſs. 1 
will ſend you two little volumes in a few 
days. 


As the workmen are ſtill at Streatham, 
there is no likelihood of ſeeing you and my 


maſter in any ſhort time; but let my maſter 


be where he will ſo he be well. I am not, I 


believe, any fatter than when you ſaw me, 


and hope to keep corpulence away; for I am 


ſo lightſome and fo airy, and can ſo walk, 


you would talk of it if you were to ſee me. 


I do not always ſleep well; but I have no pain 


| A. way True M. 


nor ſickneſs in the night. ng I only ſleep 
ill becauſe I am too long a- bed. 


I dined yeſterday at Sir Joſhua's with Mrs. 
Cholmondely, and ſhe told me, I was the beſt 


critick in the world; and I told her, that no- 


8 [„ 


body in the world aer judge like her of the 
merit of a eritick. 


On Sunday I was with Dr. Lawrence and 
his two ſiſters- in- law, to dine with Mr. G>— 
at Putney. The Doctor cannot hear in a 


coach hetter than 1 in a room, and it was but a 


17 „ 


on N « lt Lbs 
. 5 pore” 
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dull day; only I faw two crownbirds, paltry 2. J . 4 © 
creatures, and a red curlew, _ 7 Le e 


Every body is gone out of town, only I am , , 
left behind, and know not when I ſhall ſee 
either Naiad or Dryad ; however, it is as it 
has commonly been, I have no complaint to 

make but of myſelf. I have been idle, and 
of idlengſi can come no goodneſs. 


Mrs. Williams x was frighted from London 

as you were frighted from Bath. She is come 

back, as ſhe thinks, better. Mrs. Deſmoulins 

has a diſorder reſembling an aſthma; which I 

am for curing with calomel and Jalap, but Mr. 
Levet treats_it with antimonial wine, Mr. 4. n 


Levet keeps on his legs ſtout, and „ 


ſuppoſe, ten * a-day. 1 | 2 AIRS 2 7 


I ſtick _—_ well to diet, and deſire my 
maſter may be told of it; for no man ſaid 
 oftener than he, that the le oſs we eat the b 


A. | 
Poor „after having thrown away 
Lord ———'$ patronage and three hundred | 
a- year, has had another diſappointment. He 8 i' 1 


procured a recommendation from Lord 
to the Governor of Jamaica; but to make this 


uſeful, 


P 
/ 
4 
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| ufeful, ſomething was to be done by the Bi- 
ſhop of London, which has been refuſed. 
Thus is the world filled with hope and fear, 
and ſtruggle, and diſappointment, 


Pray do you never add to the other vexa- 


tions, any diminution of your kindneſs for, 


Madam, 
Your, c. 


LETTER CCL. 
Mn. THRALE 


MADAM, London, Auguſt 1, 1780. 


HAD your letter about Mr. 8 and 
Miſs O ; but there was nothing to 
which I had any anſwer, or to which any 


anſwer could be made. 


This afternoon Dr. Lawrence drank tea, 
and, as he always does, aſked about Mr. 
Thrale; I told him how well he was when I 
heard; and he does not eat too much, faid 


the Doctor; I ſaid, not often; and the return 
| Was, 


„ ‚ 0 eůa e l 


* r 
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was, that he who in that caſe ſhould once eat - ne. twned) 
too much, might eat no more. I keep my _ . on 3 
rule very well; and, I think, continue to grow © — . 
better. os 


Tell my pretty dear Queeney, that when 
we meet again, we will have, at leaſt for ſome Selb. 422 « grew 
time, two leſſons in a day. I love Her, and hon Het K my 
think on her when I am alone; hope we ſhall lauer "—_ 2 
| 3 L (lebe : Pu, 


be very happy together, and mind our books. . e. 


Now Auguſt and Autumn are begun, and fas 
the Virgin takes poſſeſſion of the ſky. Will EE of Fen 
the Virgin do any thing for a man of ſeventy? . den 

I have a great mind to end my work under , = "a 

the Virgin. „ 


I have ſent two volumes to Mr. Perkins to 


be ſent to you, and beg you to ſend them 
back as ſoon as you have all done with them. 
I let the firſt volume get to the Reynolds's, and 
could never get it again. | 


32 


I ſent to Lord Weſtcote about his brother's 

life, but he ſays he knows not whom to em- 

ploy; and is ſure I ſhall do him no injury. 
There is an ingenious ſcheme to ſave a day's 7 99 2 
work, or part of a day, utterly defeated. '*7 6,640 fk 1:3 
Then what avails it to be wiſe? The plain — " ww — | 
and the artful man muſt both do their own ' 3 — : 


14 | Work. Y Ne, of . 
_ / 24 


. 
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4. + * ke O, Q work. —But I think I have got a a life of Dr, 
+ — 


* — Young. . 


. wolemes 


Suſy and Sophy have had a fine Summer; 
it is a comfort to think that ſomebody is 
happy. And they make verſes, and act plays. 


Mrs. Montague is, I think, in town, and 
has ſent Mrs. Williams her annuity: but I 
hear nothing from her, but I may be content= 
ed if I hear from you, for 


I am, Ec. 


EETTER QL 
IE to Mn T HR AL E 


DEAR MADAM, Auguſt 8, 1780. 


W HAT do you ſcold fo for about Gran- 

3 bevy 7 72 ville's life; do you not ſee that the ap- 

notre ak pendage neither gains nor ſaves s any thing to 

WAGE 96 ee? I ſhall have Young's life * to 
3 {owe ww - ſpite you. | 


Cut * fe. Wy FT Methinks 


* it was pity to ſend the girls to 
ee he I ſchool; ey have indeed had a fine vacation, 
4h | | | dear 


1 4 47 
e 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. wry 


dear loves, but if it had been longer it had 
been ſtill finer. 1 

Did Maſter read my books? You ſay no- 
thing of him in this letter; but I hope he is EE 
well, and growing every day nearer to per- 
fect health. When do you think of coming 
home? 


I have not yet perſuaded myſelf to work, 
and therefore know not when my work will 
be done. Yet I have a mind to ſee Lichfield. 
Dr. Taylor ſeems to be well. He has written 
to me without a ſyllable of his lawſuit. 


You have heard in the papers how * * * 
is come to age; I have encloſed a ſhort ſong 
of congratulation, which you muſt not ſhow 
to any body. It is odd that it ſhould come = | 
into any body's head. I hope you will read \ 
it with candour; it is, I believe, one of the ' | 
author's firſt eſſays in that way of writing, 
and a beginner is always to be treated with 
tenderneſs. 


* 3 > 


My two gentlewomen are both complain- 
ing. Mrs. Deſmoulins had a mind of Dr. 
Turton; I ſent for him, and he has preſcribed 
for Mrs. Williams, but I do not find that he 


promiſes 


12 
— — 


, _— 53 „ * ene . I 0 
a” Ta: : 
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promiſes himſelf much credit from either of 


them. 


I hope it will not be long before I ſhall 
have another little volume for you, and ſtill 


there will be work undone. If it were not 


for theſe Lives, I think I could not forbear 
coming to look at you, now you have room 


for me. But I ſtill think to ſtay till I have 


cleared my hands. 


Queeney is not good. She ſeldom writes 


to me, and yet I love her, and I love you all, 


for 
I am, Oc. 


LETTER. can 
To Mrs. T H R A LE. 


DEAR MADAM, Auguſt 14, 1780. 


I HOPE my dear Queeney's ſuſpicions are 


groundleſs. Whenever any alteration of 


manner happens, I believe a ſmall cathartick 
will ſet all right. 


I hope 
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I hope you have no deſign of ſtealing away 
to Italy before the election, nor of leaving me 
behind you; though I am not only Seventy, 
but Seventy-one. Could not you let me loſe 
a year in round numbers? Sweetly, Iweetlys 


ſings Dr. Swift, 


Some dire misfortune to portend. 
No enemy can match a friend. 


But what if I am Seventy-two; I remember 
Sulpitius ſays of Saint Martin (now that's 
above your reading), Eft animus viftor anno= 
rum, et ſenectuti cedere neſcius. Match me 
that among your young folks. If you try to 
plague me, I ſhall tell you that, according to 
Galen, life begins to decline from Thirly- 


Jive. 


: But as we go off, others come on: Queeney's 
laſt letter was very pretty. What a huſley ſne 
is to write ſo ſeldom. She has no events, then 
let her write ſentiment as you and I do; and 
ſentiment you know is inexhauſtible. 


* 42 


If you want events, here is Mr. Levet juſt 
come in at fourſcore from a walk to Hamp- 
ſtead, eight miles, in Auguſt. This, however, 
is all that I have to tell you, except that I 

„ N have 


+ — Iu 
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have three bunches of grapes on a vine in my 
garden; at leaſt, this is all that I will now tell 


of my garden. 


Both my females are ill, both very ill; 
Mrs. Deſmoulins thought that ſhe wiſhed for 
Dr. Turton; and I ſent for him, and then 
took him to Mrs. Williams, and he preſcribes 
for both, though without much hope of be- 


_nefiting either. Yet phylick has its powers: 
you ſee that I am better; and Mr. Shaw will 


maintain, that he and I ſaved my maſter. 
But if he is to live always away from us, what 
did we get by ſaving him? If we cannot live 
together, let us hear; when I have no letter 
from Brighthelmſton, think how I fret, and 
write oftener ; you write to this body and to 
that, and nobody loves you like 


Your, c. 
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LETTER cor 


To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, Auguſt 18, 1780, 


LOST no time, and have encloſed our con- 

verſation. You write of late very ſeldom, | 
I wiſh you would write upon /#bje&s ; an „ 
thin 1 live. X Fa = b , , hd bie-, 

g to keep alive. You have your beaux, + / 

whom Led. never 

and your flatterers, and here am poor I forced 2 
to flatter myſelf; and any good of myſelf Toll 4 v Fr fe. 5 
am not very eaſy to believe, ſo that I really , were Gord to. 
live but a ſorry life. What ſhall I do with aro ol To wo wo 
Lyttelton's life? I can make a ſhort life, and en as &i, 220; 
a ſhort criticiſm, and conclude. Why did Moe; mae. 2, 
not you like Collins, and Gay, and aan or x — 


as well as Akenſide? | as foon ay of wal 
| | "Ro e 


IJ am, Madam, 


N42 


5 has Wa; Eo: : 
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LETTER CCLIV. 


Mrs. THRALE to. Dr. JOHNSON. 


| Auguſt 20. 

WILL try, my dear Sir, to make you ſome 
amends, by writing at leaſt one very long 
letter ; but indeed I can think only of one 


eee ee 


Do you recollect our laughing fifteen years 


ago at a gawkee girl of ſeventeen? who, when 


her toaſt was called for at a city table crowd- 
ed with coarſe men—they were drinking 


ſentiments—ls not, ſays ſhe, this a pretty 


health—II Hat wwe think on mot, and talk on 


tea 2 I am coine pretty much to her caſe: 


for it is not right to ſpeak of that which never 


fails ta keep preſſing upon my ſpirits, and 


preying upon my mind. Without frequent 
bleedings, there is however danger on one 
ſide, and by bleeding frequently, we induce 


as certain a danger on the other. — We had a 


viſit yeſterday from Mr. R—— ; whom per- 
0 haps 
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haps you remember, perhaps not: but our 
morning converſation with him will not be 
eaſily forgotten by me, I thought it would 

drive me wild upon the ſpot. In ſuch a caſe, 0 
can there be any fears of my ſtealing aan to * a e — 
Traly without y you? when I ſhould not think ;, 4. 14 fot. 
you, nor twenty more ſuch friends if I could * e — = 22 
find them, ſufficient to guard us from the ha- oof fn — ho 
zard of wild exploits. Whoever 1s ſick, is ork. 


me K. Heen — Gets 
ſurely ſafeſt at home; and have we not mor- 4 e 7 one 


tifications enough already, without going e 
where one might be amuſed, in order to be = + 
miſerable? Oh no, let us be miſerable in the - a _ 2 e 
old places, and not pollute ſcenes of pleaſure 2. 2 2 
with objects of ſorrow. Lowe 7 thee eg 
Well! as you ſa Queeney is beginnin oe, as — 
Y Ys F S 5 4 4 — Ds 
life, and ſo far very happily, as it is begun Yip 2 . 
under your tuition: ſhe appears to me proud . 
of your partiality; and, I dare ſay, will ww... iy £2 A | 
long to deſerve it. You are getting quite well {> a, 4 — hem 
as it appears; and when we meet, we ſhall ſee 7 — WE — 
viftor annorum. The Lives will be a ſtand- Cee. = 5 

ing proof of your powers after the grand cli- ,5 5 * fed 
macterickx; and you make gay impromptus A+ fer = . 
upon the boys, inſtead of ſitting down like © A. «4 wr: 
common mortals at ſeventy, and letting the | 
boys make gay impromptus upon you. | | 


N 3 Black- 
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Blackmore's life is admirable ; who ſays I 
don't like it? I like all the Whig lives prodi- 
giouſly: Akenſide's beſt of the little one's, for 
the ſake of a pretty diſquiſition upon ridicule 
that pleafed me particularly, and that elegant 
ſtricture on the Pleaſures of Imagination; 
which will probably be much read and ad- 
mired by every one. It is my ſincere opinion 
that Milton, and Blackmore, and 'Thomſon, 
would have been all contented with what you 
have ſaid of hem, though the admirers of Ly- 
cidas will be angry no doubt, 


The cenſures of Milton's republican ſpirit 
would ſcarce have ſhocked him: he knew 
himſelf to be acrimonious and ſurly; like 


Young's Buſiris, who called himſelf the Proud, 0 
and gloried in it. 


Your account of his domeſtick behaviour, 
however, puts me in mind of the fierce fellow 
in a droll book called Pompey the Little, who 
comes home from the publick houſe, where 
he had been vapouring and ſtorming away 
about liberty of ſpeech—and treats his poor 
wife with the moſt brutal tyranny, only be- 
cauſe ſhe juſt ſays, Indeed, my dear, I don't 
underſtand politicks. Your harſh expreſſions 
of wrath againſt the author are, after all, ſo 

+ 7 buried 
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buried under the majeſtick praiſes beſtowed 
upon Paradiſe Loſt, that even I am forced to 
forgive them. Poor dear Dr. Collier uſed al- | 
ways to bring that poem forward as a teſti- '| 
mony to the excellence of Toryiſm; for, ſays | 
he, you may obſerve that 'tis wholly formed 
upon our principles of obedience and ſubordi- 
nation ; and I half wiſh, for the ſake of my 
firſt friend, whoſe memory I ſhall for ever 
revere, that his remark had been preſerved in 
this work of your's, which will doubtleſs be 
diſſeminated far and wide; and, for ought 1 
| know, take poſſeſſion of the lands on which 
it lights, as Don Sebaſtian ſaid of the duſt that 
his body when dead would be dried into. 


And now if yo call this flattery, I can leave 

off in a minute without bidding; for ſince 

you lions have no {kill in dandling the kid, 
we kids can expect but rough returns for ca- 

reſſes beſtowed upon our haughty monarch— 

So be diligent, dear Sir, and have done with 

theſe men that have been buried theſe hun- 

dred years, and don't ſit making verſes that 3 3 

never_will be written, but fit down ſteadily =, <5. — Gy 7 

and finiſh their lives who did do ſomething ; 2 —.— 

and then think a little about mine, which has, . 


| 3 4 
not been a happy one, for all you teize me ſo | "LY 


N 4 TE | | 
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concerning the pleaſures I enjoy, and the flat- 
tery I receive, all which has nothing to do 
with comfort for the preſent diſtreſs, and ſome- 
times I am angry when I read ſuch ſtuff, 
That your two Sultanas are lick is very un- 
comfortable for you; may be Dr. Turton may 


1 do them good: I never ſaw Dr. Turton, but 
4 why {een my heart, like Clariſſa's, naturally leans to- 


8 — 


5. , wards a phyſician. Le medicin et le cure, as 
* ned 264 the French themſelves, who have gayer hearts 
mes s 

than mine, confeſs, are the laſt earthly ob- 

A jects on which the human hopes and human 

RT be 4 2 are to be fixed: and it is ſomewhat un- 
fair not to let them take up a little of our af- 

fections beforehand. 


If we do go to Michelgrove, Heſter will 
write all one; ſhe is very attentive to her fa- 
ther, very dutiful, and very wiſe. I hope my 
anxiety is concealed from her pretty well, it 
would be exceedingly wrong to depreſs her 
ſpirits, and very dangerous to her health. 

I am moſt ſincerely, dear Sir, 
Is our faithful ſervant, 
H. L. THRALE, 


The converſation you incloſed I could have 
written myſelf; as Juliet ſays, Ten but all 
this did I know before. 
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LETTER cs 


* 


To Mrs. 1 H 


DEAR MADAM, London, Auguſt 24, 1780. 
Do not wonder that you can think and 
write but of one thing. Yet concerning 
that thing you may be leſs uneaſy, as you are 
now in the right way. You are at leaſt doing, 
what I was always deſirous to have you do, 
and which, when deſpair put an end to the 
caution of men going in'the dark, produced 
at laſt all the good that has been obtained. 
Gentle purges, and ſlight phlebotomies, are 
not my favourites; they are pop- gun batte- 
.ries, which loſe time and effect nothing. It 
was by bleeding till he fainted, that his life 
was ſaved. I would, however, now have him 
truſt chiefly to vigorous and ſtimulating ca- 
thartics. To bleed, is only proper when there D 
is no time for ſlower remedies. Ip 


Does he ſleep in the night? if he ſleeps, | 
there is not much danger; any thing like 


wake- 
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wakefulneſs in a man either by nature or ha- 
bit ſo uncommonly ſleepy, would put me in 
great fear. Do not now hinder him from 
{ſleeping whenever heavineſs comes upon him. 
Quier reſt, light food, and ſtrong purges, will, 
I think, ſet all right. Be you vigilant, but be 


not frighted. 


Of Mr. R I very well remember all 
but the name. He had a nice diſcernment 
« of loſs and gain.” This I thought a power 
not hard to be attained. What kept him out 
then muſt keep him out now ; the want of a 
place for him. Mr. P — then obferved, 


that there was nothing upon which he could 


- wa . * 
: WIT N dhe 
abe Arn 
e 


* wy ys 


be employed. Matters will never be car- 
ried to extremitiess Mr. P can- 
not be diſcharged, and he will never ſuffer 
a ſuperiour. That voluntary ſubmiſſion to a 
new mind is not a heroick quality; but it has 
always been among us, and therefore I mind 
it leſs. 


The expedition to foreign parts you will 


not much encourage, and you need not, I 
— ——— ——— — — — 


think, make any great effort to oppoſe it; for 
it is as likely to put us out of the way to miſ- 
chief, as to bring us into it. We can have no 

projects 
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projects in Italy. Exerciſe may relieve the 
body, and variety will amuſe the mind. The 
expence will not be greater than at home in 
the regular courſe of life. And we ſhall be 
ſafe from B and G , and all inſtiga- 
tors to ſchemes of waſte. Si te fata ferant, 


fer fata. 


The chief wiſh that I form is, that Mr. 
Thrale could be made to underſtand his true 
ſlate: to know that he 1s tottering upon a 


3 


point; to conſider every change of his mental 


character as the ſymptom of a diſeaſe; to diſ- 


| truſt any opinions or purpoſes that ſhoot up 


In his thoughts; to think that violent mirth is 


the foam, and deep ſadneſs the ſubſidence of a 
morbid fermentation ; to watch himſelf, and 


counteract by experienced remedies every new 
tendency, or uncommon ſenſation. This is a 


new and an ungrateful employment; but with- 
out this ſelf- examination he never can be ſafe, 


You mult try to teach it, and he to learn it 


gradually, and in this my ſweet Queeney muſt 
help you; I am glad to hear of her vigilance 
and obſervation. She is my pupil. 


I ſuppoſe the 5 
law no great harm in it, though perhaps no 
good. Do not ſuffer little things to embarraſs 


ſcheme is now paſt; I 
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you. Our great work is conſtant temperance, 
and frequent, very frequent evacuation; and 
that they may not be interrupted, conviction 


of their neceſſity 1s to be prudently incul- 
cated. 


I am not at preſent ſo much diſtreſſed as 
you, becauſe I think your preſent method 
likely to be efficacious. Dejection may indeed 
follow, and I ſhould dread it from too copious 
bleeding; for as purges are more under com- 
mand, and more concurrent with the agency 
of nature, they ſeldom effect any irremediable 
change. However, we muſt expect after ſuch 
a diſeaſe, that the mind will fluctuate long be- 
fore it finds its center. 


[ will not tell you, nor Maſter, nor Queeney, 
how I long to be among you; but I would be 
glad to know when we are to meet, and hope 
our meeting will be cheerful. 


I Mon, deareſt Lady, 
Your, Oc. 


* — N 1 Ts 
4 4 > * 
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LETTE R COLNE 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Auguſt 25, 1780. 

ESTERDAY I could write but about one 
thing. I am ſorry to find from my dear 
Queeney's letter to-day, that Mr. Thrale's 
ſleep was too much ſhortened. He begins 
however now, ſhe ſays, to recover it. Sound 
ſleep will be the ſureſt token of returning 
health. The ſwelling of his legs has nothing 
in it dangerous; it is the natural conſequence 


of lax muſcles, and when the laxity is known 


to be artificial, need not give any uneaſineſs. 
I told you ſo formerly. Every thing that I 
have told you about my dear maſter has been 
true. Let him take purgatives, and let him 
ſleep. Bleeding ſeems to have been neceſſary 
Now; but it was become neceſſary only by 


the omiſſion of purges, Bleeding is only for 
exigences. 


I with you or Queeney would write to me 
every poly, while the danger laſts. I will come 
if I can do any good, or prevent any evil. 

| For 


ny 
_ 


„ 1 al pane 
Ay a, all Women 
C ont ＋ 
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For any other purpoſe, I ſuppoſe, now poor 
Sam: may be ſpared; you are regaled with 
Greek and Latin, and you are Thralia Ca- 
ftalio ſemper amata choro; and you have a 
daughter equal to yourſelf. I ſhall have 
enough to do with one and the other. Your 
admirer has more Greek than poetry; he was 
however worth the conqueſt, though you had 


conquered me. Whether you can hold him 
das faſt, there may be /ome dram of a ſcruple, 


for he thinks you have full tongue enough, as 


Ld 
0 


3 ſieepdoron appears by ſome of his verſes; he will leave 
he nwal * you for ſomebody that will let him take his 


of ll ks mented turn, and then I may come in again : for, I 


rowers , ag tre 
at aft. 


tell you, nobody loves you ſo well, and there- 
fore never think of changing like the moon, 
and being conſtant only in your inconſtaucy. 

I have not dined out for ſome time but with 
Renny or Sir Joſhua; and next week Sir 


Joſhua goes to Devonſhire, and Renny to 


Richmond, and I am left by myſelf. I wiſh 
could ſay nunguam minus, &c. but I am not 
diligent. | 

I am afraid that I ſhall not ſee Lichfield this 
year, yet it would pleaſe me to ſhew my friends 
how much better I am grown: but I am not 
grown, I am afraid, leſs idle; and of idleneſs 1 
am now paying the fine by having no leiſure. 
Does 
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Does the expedition to Sir John Shelly's go 
on? The firſt week of September is now at no 
great diſtance ; nor the eighteenth day, which | 
concludes another of my wretched years. It 
is time to have done. | "=. 


I am, tc. 


LETTER CCLVIL 
To Mrs. T H N 


DEAREST MADAM, ; London, April 5, 1781. Mt” Phra % 
OF your injunctions, to pray for you and os 24 7 


k c 5 
other exerciſe of the mind. I am not with- = b. das oy 
out my part of the calamity. No death ſince forme Nr. and 
that of my wife has ever oppreſſed me like Ara, were to 
this. But let us remember, that we are in the ne 7 a ( 
hands of Him who knows when to give and“ * Poo 
when to take away ; who will look upon us 3 3 
with mercy through all our variations of ex- "XN — a 
iſtence, and who invites us to call on him in " Ae, + 


the day of trouble. Call upon him in this 4a; Fs 
ns | g W 

"to 7 1 7 

4. 2 | 

Ek os Ae; an fever a 

15 Her {fort Hate, 


2 
; E Ws FEI 
, | r phy tn? W — 
. * * * d — — —— Dm 
f ** — , ll {ook ol ** 


* 


8 
pr 


" . 3 — ̃ * 


great revolution of life, and call with confi- 
dence. You will then find comfort for the 
paſt, and ſupport for the future. He that has 
given you happineſs in marriage, to a degree 
of which, without perſonal knowledge, I 
ſhould have thought the deſcription fabulous, 
* Af fe wrote. can give you another mode of happineſs as a 


EEE: n mother; and at laſt, the happineſs of loſing 
wag all thi; ve all temporal cares in the thoughts of an eter- 


2 . 7 nity in heaven. 


Spndipatondaignd, I do not exhort you to reaſon yourſelf into 


tranquillity. We muſt firſt pray, and then 
labour; ; firſt implore the bleſſing of God, and 
thoſe means which he puts into our hands. 
Cultivated ground has few weeds; a mind oc- 
cupied by lawful buſineſs, has little room for 
uſeleſs regret. 


We read the will to-day; but I will not 
fill my firſt letter with any other account 
than that, with all my zeal for your advan- 
tage, I am ſatisfied ; and that the other execu- 
tors, more uſed to conſider property than I, 
commended it for wiſdom and equity. Yet 

why ſhould I not tell you that you have five 
hundred pounds for your immediate expences, 
4. and ty two thouſand pounds a-year, with | both 


the houſes and all the 2 | 
3 N Let 
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Let us pray for one another, chat the time, 
whether long or ſhort, that ſhall yet be grant- 
ed us, may be well ſpent; and that when this A. e, , er 


. "Yy » 5 v cas £ * Ker 
life, which at the longeſt is very ſhort, ſhall 1. 7 4.4. 4 
come to an end, a better may begin which ſhall — 2 FS, £4 
never end. OO rien, never fora 
$A | | . . A. Lay 4 : 
I am, deareſt Madam, 4. e. o . 15 any 
-_ _- You, Wa Lf. He. eee, Pew 
1 Lain, and e 
tb tel Le eg | | 


5 Wo 


LETTER CCLVIIL 


To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MA DAM, April 7, 1781. 
I HOPE you begin to find your mind grow 
clearer. My part of the loſs hangs upon 
me. I have loſt a friend of boundleſs kind- 
neſs at an age when it is very unlikely that I 
ſhould find another. 


If you think change of place likely to re- 
lieve you, there is no reaſon why you ſhould 
not go to Bath; the diſtances are unequal, 
but with regard to practice and buſineſs they 
Vor. II. O - are 
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are the ſame. It is a day's journey from ei- 
ther place; and the poſt is more expeditious 
and certain to Bath. Conſult only your 
own inclination, for there is really no other 
principle of choice. God direct and bleſs 


you. 


- Aga Lee Mr. C has offered Mr. B money, 
9 but it was not wanted. I hope we ſhall all 


at the. Vero . 


4. Dane do all we can to make you leſs unhappy, and 


* VEAL 


' 


1 

? 
U 
j 


fe teri u S, you mult do all you can for yourſelf, What 
of E. money; here we, or what you can do, will for a time be 
—ͤ— an Per fen he but little; yet certainly that calamity which 
ge % <ar% * may be conſidered as doomed to fall inevitably 
. 2 * on half mankind, is not finally without alle- 


ef It is ſomething for me, that as I have not 
wank . > a/ ie 


A the decrepitude I have not the callouſneſs 
: *. 


Wi of old age. I hope in time to be leſs af- 
= 85 . * fficcet. 
fer u 4. 


1 = | > Jam, Oe. 
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LETTER. G 


To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


DEAREST MADAM, London, April 9, 1781. ö 
„ you are gradually recovering your 
tranquillity, is the effect to be humbly _ 
expected from truſt in God. Do not repreſent 
life as darker than it is. Your loſs has been 
very great, but you retain more than almoſt 
any other can hope to poſſeſs. You are high 
in the opinion of mankind ; you have chil- „ 
dren from whom much pleaſure may be ex- \ 
pected; and that you will find many friends, | 
you have no reaſon to doubt. Of my friend- DE q 
ſhip, be it worth more or leſs, I hope you 55 | 
think yourſelf certain, without much art or 
care. It will not be eaſy for me to repay the 
benefits that I have received; but I hope to 
be always ready at your all Our ſorrow 0 
has different effects; you are withdrawn i into 1G 


— 8 


ſolitude, and I am driven into company. 1 27. 2 "I : 
am afraid of thinking what I have lot. Ba .. a. 
O 2 never . L 3 


Ae 5 2 N 
An) yomey 2 feed 


Uo the Oe . ' 
Coudd Me # N cod 
— rae ar i 


_—__ 


* _ 
a — 2 
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Never - had ſuch a friend before. Let me have 


, loves ee your prayers and thoſe of my dear Queeney. 


PA 
Aon a .. dela rip. + 


YA Lade <a INES” Few 


rick eq SA >»; PF; 
me never 3) a > your duty deſerves great praiſe ; I ſhall com- 


Mo, /» , municate it on Wedneſday to the other exe- 


fads 


a Cater. Ac agu does not produce. He frights Mr. CG X X. 
; — 


The prudence and reſolution of your de- 
ſign to return ſo ſoon to your buſineſs and 


wilome d t6 £3 cutors. Be pleaſed to let me know whether 


you would have me come to Streatham to re- 
ceive you, or ſtay here till the next day. 


IJ am, Oc. 


LETTER COLY. 
To Mrs, T-H-R AL E 


DEAR MADAM, London, April 11, 1781. 


I AM glad to hear from my dear Miſs, that 


you have recovered tranquillity enough to 
think on bathing ; but there is no diſpoſition 
in the world to leave you long to yourſelf. 
Mr. I. pretends that your abſence pro- 
duces a thouſand dithculties which I believe it 


Mr. 
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Mr. C is of my mind, that there is no 
need of hurry. I would not have this impor- ; 
tunity give you any alarm or diſturbance ; 1 j 
but, to pacify it, come as ſoon as you can | 
prevail upon your mind to mingle with buſi- : 
neſs. 1 think buſineſs the beſt remedy for /4 #44 » 15% 
grief as ſoon as it can be admitted. 2 he 
We met to day, and were told of moun- 2 wy 5 5 | 
tainous difficulties, till-I was provoked to tell Res 
them, that if there were really ſo much to do © to Srrcaer 
and ſuffer, there would be no executors in 
the world. Do not ſuffer yourſelf to be ter- 
rified, 


I 38 you, and 1d hope God Will ble fo bergen S, A 


and | ſupport you ; but I feel myſelf like a Aptos Le 
man beginning a new courſe of life. I had "*** Toy = 
interwoven myſelf with my dear friend; but e 5 7. 
our great care ought to be, that we may be or fes 2 | 
fit and ready, when in a ſhort time we | 


ſhall be called to follow kim, 


There is, however, no uſe in communi- 
cating to you my heavineſs of heart, I thank 
dear Miſs for her letter, 


I am, Oc. | 7 


— 
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LETTER CCLXI. 


To Mrs. THRALE:; 
DEAREST MADAM, London, April 12, 1781. 


ou will not ſuppoſe that much has hap- 
1 pened ſince laſt night, nor indeed is 
this a time for talking much of loſs and 
gain. The buſineſs of Chriſtians is now for 
a few days in their own boſoms. God grant 


us to do it properly. I hope you gain ground 


on your affliction, I hope to overcome mine. 


You and Miſs muſt comfort one another. 


May you long live happily together. I have no- 
body whom I expect to ſhare my uneaſineſs, 


nor, if I could communicate it, would it be 
leſs. I give it little vent, and amuſe it as I 
can, Let us pray for one another. And, 
when we meet, we may try what fidelity and 
tenderneſs will do for us, | 


There is no wiſdom in uſeleſs and hopeleſs 


e ſorrow ; but there is ſomething in it ſo like 
Ang this ale virtue, that he who 1s wholly without 1t can- 
not be loved, nor will by me at leaſt be thought 
worthy of eſteem. My next letter will be to 


Queeney. 


I am, Oc. 
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LETTER CCLXII. 
To Mrs. THR ATE 


DEAR MADAM, | April 14, 1781. 

M* intention was to have written this day 

to my dear Queeney ; but I have juſt 
heard from you, and therefore this letter 
ſhall be yours. I am glad that you find the 
behaviour of your acquaintance ſuch as you 
can commend. The world is not ſo unjuſt or 
unkind as it 1s peeviſhly repreſented. Thoſe 
who deſerve well ſeldom fail to receive from 
others ſuch ſervices as they can perform ; but 
few have much in their power, or are ſo ſta- 
tioned as to have great leiſure from their own 


affairs, and kindneſs muſt be commonly 


the exuberance of content. The wretched 
have no compaſſion, they can do good only 
from ſtrong 3 of duty. 


I purpoſe to receive you at Streatham, but 
wonder t] at you come. 1o ſoon, 


04 I ſent 


Ne I) os Anne 
A Ae . 
= 1 te n 


7 2 n 
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I ſent immediately to Mr. Perkins to ſend 
you twenty pounds, and intended to ſecure 
you from diſappointment by incloſing a note 
in this; but yours written on Wedneſday 1 1th, 

came not till Saturday the 14th, and mine 
written to-night, will not come before you 
leave Brighthelmſton, unleſs you have put 
Monday next for Monday ſevennight, which 
I ſuſpect, as you mention no alteration of 
your mind. 


1 am, We, 


NETTER .CCLXIIL 
To Mr. T HR A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, April 17, 1781. 
M* Norris [Mr. Robſon's partner) pro- 
miſed to ſend the will to-morrow ; you 
will therefore have it before you have this 
letter. When you have talked with Mr. 
Scraſe, write diligently down all that you can 
remember, and, where you have any difficul- 
ties, aſk him again, and rather ſtay where 


8 1 you 
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you are a few days longer than come away 
with imperfect information. 


The executors will hardly meet till you 
come, for we have nothing to do till we go 
all together to prove the will. 


J have not had a ſecond viſit from Mr. 

, for he found his diſcourſe to me very 
unavailing. I was dry; but if he goes to 
- he will be overpowered with words 

as good as his own. appears a very 
modeſt inoffenſive man, not likely to give any 
trouble. The difficulty of finding executors 


Mr. Scraſe has formerly told you, and among 


all your acquaintance, except P—-————, 
whom you preſſed into the ſervice, and who 
would perhaps have deſerted it, I do not ſee 
with whom you could have been more com- 
modiouſly connected. They all mean well, 
and will, I think, all concur. 


Miſs told me that you intended to bathe ; 
it is right: all external things are diverſions : 
let her bathe too. I regain that tranquillity 
which irremediable misfortunes neceſſarily 
admit, and do not, I hope, think on what I 


have loſt, without grateful recollection of 
what I have enjoyed, 


I am, c. 


"IM 
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LETTER CCLSIV. 
= Mrs THRALTLE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, April 16, 1781. 
A® I was preparing this day to go to Streat- 
ham, according to the direction of your 
letter of the 11th, which I could not know, 
though I ſuſpected it, to be erroneous, I re- 
ceived two letters, of which the firſt effect 


was, that it ſaved me a fruitleſs Journey, Of 


theſe letters, that which I perceive to have 

been written firſt has no date of time or place; 
the ſecond was written on the 14th, but they 
came together. . 


A forbore, becauſe I would not diſturb you, 
to tell you, that laſt week Mr. - came to 


talk about partnerſhip, and was very copious. 
I diſmiſſed him with nothing harſher than, 


that I was not convinced. 


You will have much talk to hear. Mr. 

aer, one Cz— ſpeaks with great exuberance, but 
* — what he ſays, when at laſt he ſays it, is com- 
rhet . TS | 5 monly 
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monly right. Mr.. — made an oration 
flaming with the terrifick, which I diſcovered 


to have no meaning at all ; for the reſult was, 


that if we ſtopped payment we ſhould loſe 
credit. 


J have written to Mr. Robſon to ſend the 


will. There were two copies, but I know not 
who has them. 


You are to receive five hundred pounds im- 
mediately. Mr. Scraſe ſhall certainly ſee the 
will, if you and I go to Brighthelmſton on 


purpoſe, which, if we have any difficulty, 


may be our beſt expedient. 


I am encouraged, deareſt lady, by your ſpirit, 
The ſeaſon for agues is now over. You are 
in your civil character a man. You may ſue 
and be ſued. If you apply to bulineſs per- 
haps half the mind which you have exerciſed 
upon knowledge and elegance, you will need 
little help, what help however I can give 
you, will, I hope, be always at call. | 


” (Make my compliments to Mr. Scraſe.) 


Lam, 


Hu 


. 12 Pans 
aua, Le, CL 
Servant. 
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LETTER CCLXY, 
fo Mn T HR A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, Oxford, Oct. 17, 1781. 


N Monday evening arrived at the Ange 
Inn at Oxford, Mr. Johnſon and Mr. 
Barber, without any ſiniſter accident. 


Iam here ; but why am I here? On my 


way to Lichfield, where I believe Mrs. Aſton 
will be glad to ſee me. We have known each 
other long, and, by conſequence, are both old; 
and ſhe is paralytick ; and if I do not ſee her 
ſoon, I may ſee her no more in this world, 
To make a viſit on ſuch conſiderations is to 
go on a melancholy errand. But ſuch is the 


| courſe of life. 


This K. is very empty, but there are 


more here whom I know, than I could have 
expected. Young Burke has juſt been with 


me, and I have dined to day with Dr. Adams, 
who ſeems fond of me. But I have not been 
very well, I hope I am not ill by ſympathy, 
and 
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and that you are making haſte to recover your 
plumpneſs and your complexion. I left you 
fteinny and lean. 


To-morrow, if I can, I ſhall go forward, 


and when [I ſee Lichfield I ſhall write again. 


Mr. Parker, the bookſeller, ſends his re- 
ſpects to you: I ſend mine to the young 
ladies. | 

I am, Oe. 


LETTER CCLYWE 
To Mrs. T H RAL. E. 


DE AR MADAM, Lichfield, Oct. 20, 1781. 
1 WROTE from Oxford, where I ſtaid two 
days; on Thurſday I went to Birmingham, 
and was told by Hector that I ſhould not be 
well ſo ſoon as I expected; but that well I 
ſhould be. Mrs. Careleſs took me under her 
care, and told me when I had tea enough. 
On Friday I came hither, and have eſcaped 
the poſt-chaiſes all the way. Every body 
here is as kind as I expected, I think Lucy is 

kinder 
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kinder than ever. I am very well. Now we 
are both valetudinary, we ſhall have ſome- 
thing to write about. We can tell each other 
our complaints, and give reciprocal comfort 
and advice, as—not to eat too much—and— 
not to drink too little, and we may now and 
then add a few ſtrictures of reproof : and ſo 
we may write and write till we can find an- 
other ſubject. Pray make my compliments 
to all the ladies, great and little. 


I am, Oc. 


LETTER CCLXVII. 


To Mrs T HR AL E. 


DEAR MADAM, | Lichfield, OR, 23, 1781. 
HAD both your letters, and very little 
good news in either of them. The dimi- 
nution of the eſtate, though unpleaſing and 
unexpected, muſt be borne, becauſe it cannot 
be helped ; but I do not apprehend why the 
other part of your income ſhould fall ſhort. 
I underſtood that you were to have 1,500 1. 


5 yearly 
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yearly from the money ariſing from the ſale, 
and that your claim was firſt, 


I ſincerely applaud you ur reſolution not torun 2 2 | fo 
_out, and wiſh you always to ſave ſomething , + as 4: 
for t that which 1 is ſaved may be ſpent at will, Alan, tue. rhe 5 ow 
and the advantages are very many of ſaving . v. py 7” 77 of 
ſome money looſe and unappropriated. If ©: los entied, in 7. | 
your ammunition is always ready, you may F —_— mage ep 
ſhoot advantage as it ſtarts, or pleaſure as it - 1 


o an} © Ds > the 
flies. Reſolve therefore never to want mo- 


5 at wad a Ke 
ney. x ; | Var and fe, from 


| | me are 9 4 
The Gravedo is not removed, nor does it L Ax ALY mop 


increaſe. My nights have commonly been = 3 . 
bad. Mrs. Aſton is much as I left her, with- 75 9 


33 no in _— 


out any new ſymptoms z but, between time, , o lors, Y | 
and pally, wearing away. Mrs. Gaſtrel BG. Ate 102 


briſk and lively. 0 — . a ee 


for FAEW amn | 


A S Aer, Au) 


Burney told me that ſhe was to go, but 
you will have my dear Queeney ; tell her that 1 N 4 fre. ould | 
I do not forget her, and that I hope ſhe re as flo might rem | 
members me. Againſt our meeting we will, , ee 1 | 

both make good reſolutions, which on my. = 4 4-220 
fide, I hope to keep ; but ſuch hopes are very 22. wa re — 
deceitful. I would not willingly think the. 2 WF eat 22 
ſame of all hopes, and particularly ſhould be FY 22 2 | 
loath to ſuſpe& of deceit, my hope of being A 
always, deareſt Madam, Your, Oc. 


i 


2 me- £ 4. 
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LETTER CCLXVIII. 
To Mrs. T HR A L. E 


DEAREST DEAR LADY, OM: 27, 1781. 


$797 Oxford letter followed me hither, 
with Lichfield put upon the direction in 
the place of Oxford, and was received at the 
ſame time as the letter written next after it. 


All is therefore well. 


Queeney is a naughty captious girl, that 


will not write becauſe I did not remember to 


aſk her. Pray tell her that I aſk her now, 
and that I depend upon her for the hiſtory of 


her own time. 


Poor Eucy's illneſs has left her very deaf, 
and, I think, very inarticulate. I can ſcarcely 
make her underſtand me, and ſhe can hardly 
make me underſtand her. So here are merry 
doings. But ſhe ſeems to like me better than 


ſhe did. She eats very little, but does not fall 
away. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cobb and Peter Garrick are as you 

left them. Garrick's legatees at this place are 

very angry that they receive nothing. Things 

are not quite right, though we are ſo far 
from London. 


Mrs. Aſton is juſt as I left her. She walks 
no worſe; but I am afraid ſpeaks leſs di- 
ſtinctly as to her utterance, Her mind is un- 
touched. She eats too little, and wears 
away. The extenuation is her only bad 
Hmptom. She was glad to ſee me. 


That naughty girl Queeney, now ſhe is in 
my head again, how could ſhe think that I 
did not wiſh to hear from her, a dear {weets 

—But he muſt ſuffer who can love. | 


All here is gloomy ; a faint ſtruggle with 
the tediouſneſs of time; a doleful confeſſion 
of preſent miſery, and the approach ſeen and 
felt of what is moſt dreaded and moſt ſhunned, 
But ſuch 1s the lot of man. | 


I am, deareſt Madam, 


Your, ©. 


Yor. II. — 


i 2 mec. th 
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LETTER CCLXIX. 
To Mrs, T H RA. E. 


DEAR MADAM, Lichfield, Oct. 31, 1787. 


17 almoſt enrages me to be ſuſpected of for- 


getting the diſcovery of the papers relating 
to Cummins's claim. Theſe papers we muſt 
grant the liberty of uſing, becauſe the law will 


not ſuffer us to deny them. We may be ſum- 


moned to declare what we know, and what 
we know is in thoſe papers. When the evi- 
dence appears, * * * will be dire&ed by her 


| lawyers to ſubmit in quiet. I ſuppoſe it will 


be proper to give at firſt only a tranſcript. 


Your income, diminiſhed as it is, you may, 
without any painful frugality, make ſufficient. 
I wiſh your health were as much in your 
power, and the effects of abſtinence were as 
certain as thoſe of parſimony. Of your regi- 


7. men I do not think with much h approbation; 


"Tri Lit 18 t is only palliative, and Crops s the diſeaſe, but 
does n not eradicate it. I wiſh you had at the 


4 6-4 beginning 2 digeſted full meals in a warm room, 
and 


nin — , 4 
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and excited the humour to exhauſt its power 
upon the ſurface. This, I believe, muſt be 
done at laſt. on | 


Miſs Seward has been enquiring after Suſan 
Thrale, of whom ſhe had heard ſo much from 
Mrs. Cumyns, as excites her curioſity. If my 
little dear Perverſity continues to be croſs, 
Suſy may be my girl too; but I had. rather 


have them both. If Queeney does not — ; 
ſoon ſhe ſhall have a very reprehenſory letter. * 


I have here but a dull ſcene. Poor Lucy's 
health is very much broken. She takes very 
little of either food or exerciſe, and her hear- 
ing is very dull, and her utterance confuſed ; 

but ſhe will have Watts's Improvement of the 
| Mind. Her mental powers are not impaired, 
and her ſocial virtues ſeem to increaſe. She 
never was ſo civil to me before. 


Mrs. Aſton is not, that I perceive, worſe 
than when J left her; but ſhe eats too little, 
and is ſomewhat nocd She likewiſe is 
glad to ſee me, and I am glad that I have 
come. 


There is little of the ſunſhine of life, and 
my own health does not gladden me. But 
to ſcatter the gloom—1 went laſt night to the 


By 2 | ball, 


AMS if Aro 4 


ere, 1 
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ball, where, you know, I can be happy every 


without you. On the ball, which was very 
gay, I looked awhile, and went away. 


Tam, dear Madam, 


LETTER CcLXX. 


Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 
7 
DEAR SIR, | 5 . 
1 was no need to be enraged, becauſe 
+ I thought you might eaſily forget a 
tranſaction not at all pleaſing to remember; 
nor no need that I ſhould be enraged if you 
had indeed forgotten it—but you was always 
ſuſpicious in matters of memory. Cummins 
don't forget it however, as I can tell you 


Al, thy els more at large. My health is growing very 
ts cover ler pen, bad to be ſure. I will ſtarve ſtill more rigid- 


2 Ty for a while, and watch myſelf carefully; 
but more than fix months will I not beſtow 
upon that ſubject; you ſhall not have in me 

a va- 


e 


* * 


p % i. 2 r 
1 2 4 
n 
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a valetudinary correſpondent, who is always 
writing ſuch letters, that to read the labels 
| tyed on bottles by an apothecary's boy would 
be more eligible and amuſing ; nor will I 
live like Flavia in Law's Serious Call, who 
ſpends half her time and money on herſelf, 
with ſleeping draughts and waking draughts 


and cordials and broths. My defies} is always Was 40 a 
tot determine againſt 1 my own gratification, "io fe A. 2 


n.. ... 


far as ſhall be poſſible for my body to co- 
operate with my mind, and you will not ſuſ- 
pect me of wearing bliſters, and living wholly 
upon vegetables for ſport. If that will do, 
the diſorder may be removed; but if health 
is gone, and gone for ever, we will act as 
Zachary Pearce the famous biſhop of Ro- 
cheſter did, when he loſt the wife he loved 
ſo—call for one glaſs to the health of her who 
is departed, never more to return and ſo 
go quietly back to the uſual duties of life, and 


re 
” 


3 


— « 


of . 
7. 75 


27 


forbear to mention her again from that time 


till the laſt day of it.—Suſan is exceedingly 
honoured, 7 think, by Miſs Seward's enquiries, 
and, I would have Suſan think ſo too; the 
humbler one's heart is, the more one's pride 
is gratified, if one may uſe fo apparently 
Iriſh an expreſſion, but the meaning of it 
docs not lie deep. They who are too proud 

: P 3 2m 


OO af 


2 K. 


2 
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to care whether they pleaſe or no, loſe much 
delight themſelves, and give none to their 
neighbours. Mrs. Porter is in a bad way, 
and that makes you melancholy; the viſits 
to Stowhill will this year be more frequent than 
\ ever. I am glad Watts's Improvement of the 
. A cen found Mind! is a favourite! book k among the Lichfield 


2 . 2 ladies : it is ſo pious, : . ſo o wile, ſo eaſy a book 
oY gelen to to read for any Perſon, and ſo uſeful al, nay 


722 11 


Y 25759 2 14 neceſſary, are its precepts to us s all, that I 
| -4 4% bee ever Ceaſe recommending it to_our young 
4 {im ones. Tis a la portee de chacun fo, yet never 
vulgar ; but Law beats him for wit ; and the 

names are never happy in Watts ſomehow. 

I fancy there was no compariſon between the 

ſcholaſtick learning of the two writers ; but 

there is prodigious knowledge of the human 

heart, and perfect acquaintance with com- 

mon life, in the Serious Call. You uſed to ſay 

you would not truſt me with that author up- 

ſtairs on the dreſſing-room ſhelf, yet I now 

+ Jen half wiſh I had never followed any precepts 
but his. Our laſſes, indeed, might poſlibly 


object to the education given her daughters 
by Law's Euſebia. 


That the ball did fo little towards 4. 
verting you, I do not wonder: what can a 
ball do towards diverting any one who has not 


| other 
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other hopes and other deſigns than barely to 
ſee people dance, or even to dance himſelf ? 
They who are entertained at the ball are 
never much amuſed by the ball I believe, yet 
I love the dance on Queeney's birth-day and 
yours, where none but very honeſt and very 
praiſeworthy paſſions, if paſſions they can be 
called, heighten the mirth and gaiety. It has 
been thought by many wile folks, that we fritter 
our pleaſures all away by refinement, and when 
one reads Goldſmith's works, either verſe or 


proſe, one fancies that in Sorrupt life there is 
more enjoyment—yet wwe ſhould find little 
ſolace from alehouſe merriment or cottage ca- 
rouſals, whatever the beſt wreſtler on the green 
might do I ſuppoſe ; mere brandy and brown 
ſugar [queur, like that which Foote preſented 
the Cherokee kings with, and won their 
hearts from our fine ladies who treated them 
with Spunge biſcuits and Frontiniac. I am 
glad Queeney and you are to reſolve ſo 
ſtoutly, and labour ſo violently ; ſuch a union 
may make her wiſer and you happier, and 
can give me nothing but delight. 


Wie read a good deal here in your abſence, 
that is, J do: it is better we fate all together 
than in ſeparate rooms ;. better that I read 


2 4 than 


( 
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than not: and better that I ſhould never read 


what is not fit for the young ones to hear : 
\ beſides, I am ſure they muft hear that which 
I read owt to them, and ſo one ſaves the trou- 
ble of commanding what one knows will 
never be obeyed, I can find no other way 
as well. | 


Come home, however, for 'tis dull living 
without you ; Sir Philip and Mr. Selwin call 


very often, and are exceedingly kind. I ſee 


them always with gratitude and pleaſure ; 


but ag the firſt has left us now for a month; 


come home therefore. You are not happy 
away, and 1 fear I ſhall never be happy 
again in this world between one thing and 


another. My health, fleſh, and complexion. 


are quite loſt, and I ſhall have a red face if I 
live, and that will be mighty deteſtable—a 
humpback would be leſs offenſive vaſtly. 


This is the time for fading; the year is 
fading round us, and every day ſhuts in more 
diſmally than the laſt did. I never paſſed ſo 
' melancholy a ſummer, though I have paſſed 
ſome that were more painful; privation is 
indeed ſuppoſed to be worſe than pain, 


» 10 | . Inſtead 


* 
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Inſtead of trying the Sortes Virgilianz for 
our abſent friends, we agreed after dinner to- 
day to aſk little Harriet what they were doing 


now who uſed to be our common gueſts at 


Streatham. Dr. Johnſon (ſays ſhe) is very 
rich and wiſe, Sir Philip is drown'd in the 


water—and Mr. Piozzi is very ſick and lame, Oe 4. 
Poor man! What a curious way of deciding! parade 


all in her little ſoft voice. Was not there 2 
cuſtom among the ancients in ſome n 
'tis mentioned in, Herodotus, if I re- 
member right that they took that — 


infants under three years old !—but I will 
not ſwear to the book I have read it in. The 
Scriptural expreſſion, however, Out of the 
mouths of babes and ſucklings, &c. is likely 


enough to allude to it, if it were once a ge- 


neral practice. In Ireland, where the pea- 
ſants are mad after play, particularly back- 


gammon, Mr. Murphy ſays, they will even, 


when deprived of the neceſſaries for continu=- 


ing ſo favourite a game, cut the turf in a clean 
ſpot of green ſwerd, and make it into tables 
for that amuſement, ſetting a little baby boy 
behind the hedge to call their throws for them, 


and ſupply with his unconſcious deciſions the 
place of box and dice. | 


Adieu, 


* 


of enquiring into futurity from the mouths f < V 
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Adieu, dear Sir, and be as cheerful as you 
can this gloomy ſeaſon. I ſee nobody happy 
hereabouts but the Burneys; they love each 
other with uncommon warmth of family af- 


fection, and are beloved by the world as 
much as if their fondneſs were leſs concen- 


trated. The Captain has got a fifty gun ſhip 
now, and we are all /o rejoiced. Once more 
farewel, and do not forget Streatham nor its 
inhabitants, who are all much yours——and 
moſt ſo of all, 


Your faithful Servant, 
H. IL. THRALE. 


We never name Mr. Newton of Lichfield: 
I hope neither he nor his fine China begin to 
break yet——of other friends there the ac- 
counts get very bad to be ſure. 
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LETTER CcLXXI. 


To Mrs. T H R AL E. 


DEAREST MADAM, Lichfield, Nov. 3. 1784. 


yy oÞ very kindly remind me of the dear 
home which I have left; but I need 
none of your aids to recollection, for I am 
here gaſping for breath, and yet better than 
thoſe whom I came to viſit. Mrs. Aſton has 
been for three years a paralytic crawler ; 
but, I think, with her mind unimpaired. 


She ſeems to me ſuch as I left her; but ſhe 


now eats little, and is therefore much ema- 
ciated. Her ſiſter thinks her, and ſhe thinks 
herſelf, paſſing faſt away. | 


Lucy has had ſince my laſt viſit a dreadful 


' Illneſs, from which her phyſicians declared 


themſelves hopeleſs of recovering her, and 

which has ſhaken the general fabrick, and 
weakened the powers of life. She is unable 
or unwilling to move, and is never likely to 
have more of either ſtrength or ſpirit. 


I 'am 
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I am ſo viſibly diſordered, that a medical 
man, who only ſaw me at church, ſent me 
ſome pills. To thoſe whom I love here I can 
give no help, and from thoſe that love me 
none can I receive. Do you think that I 


need to be reminded of home and you? 


The time of the year is not very favourable 
to excurſions. I thought myſelf above aſſiſt- 
ance or obſtruction from the ſeaſons ; but find 
the autumnal blaſt ſharp and nipping, and 
the fading world an uncomfortable proſpect. 


Yet I may fay with Milton, that I do not 


abate much of heart or hope. To what I 
have done I do not deſpair of adding ſome» 


thing, but what it Jha be I know not. 


I am, Madam, 


moſt affectionately yours, 


Eg 


8 . 1 — 
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LETTER CCLAXI. 
To Mrs. T H R A I. E. 


DEAR MADAM, Aſhbourne, Nov. 10, 1781. 
N RADAL I came to Aſhbourne, and laſt 

night I had very little reſt. Dr. Taylor 
lives on milk, and grows every day better, 
and is not wholly without hope. Every body 
enquiresafter you and Queeney ; but whatever 
Burney may think of the celerity of fame, 
the name of Evelina had never been heard at 
Lichfield till I brought it. I am afraid my 
dear townſmen will be mentioned in future 
days as the laſt part of this nation that was 
civiliſed. But the days of darkneſs are ſoon 
to be at an end; the reading ſociety order- 
eld it to be procured this week. 


Since I came into this quarter of the earth 
J have had a very ſorry time, and I hope to 
be better when I come back. The little pad- 
dock and plantations here are very bleak. 
The Biſhop of Cheſter is here now with his 
| father- 
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father-in-law : he ſent us a * laſt night, 
and I intend to viſit him. | 


Moſt of your Aſhbourne friends are well. 
Mr. Kennedy's daughter has married a ſhoe- 
maker, and he lives with them, and has left 


| * parſonage. 


1 am, Oc. 


L. ETTER COLARIIL 


To Mrs. r HRA I. E. 


DE AR MADAM, Aſhbourne, Nov. 12, 1781. 


HAVE a mind to look on Queeney as my 
own dear girl; and if I ſet her a bad ex- 


ample, I ought to counteract it by good pre- 


cepts; and he that knows the conſequences 


of any fault is beſt qualified to tell them. I 


have through my whole progreſs of authour- 


ſhip honeſtly endeavoured to teach the right, 


though I have not been ſufficiently diligent 
to practiſe it, and have offered mankind my 
opinion as a rule, but never profeſſed my be- 
haviour as an example. 


I ſhall. 
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I ſhall be very ſorry to loſe Mr. ; 
but why ſhould he ſo certainly die? * * * 
needed not have died if he had tried to 
live. If Mr. will drink a great deal 
of water, the acrimony that corrodes his 
bowels will be diluted, if the cauſe be only 
acrimony ; but I ſuſpect dyſenteries to be 
produced by animalcula, which I know not 


how to kill. 


If the medical man did me good, it was by 
his benevolence ; by his pills I never mend- 
ed. I am, however, rather better than I 
Was. 


Dear Mrs. ——, ſhe has the courage be- 
coming an admiral's lady, but courage is no 
virtue in her cauſe. 


I have been at Lichfield perſecuted with 
ſolicitations to read a poem; but I ſent the 
authour word, that I would never review the 
work of an anonymous authour ; for why 
ſhould I put my name in the power of one 
who will not truſt me with his own. With 


this anſwer Lucy was ſatisfied, and I think it 
may ſatisfy all whom it may concern. 


If C -y did nothing for life but add 
welght to its burden, and darkneſs to its 


gloom, 
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gloom, he is kindeſt to thoſe from whom he 
is furtheſt. I hope, when I come, not to ad- 
vance perhaps your pleaſures, though even of 
that I ſhall be unwilling to deſpair; but at 
leaſt not to increaſe yourinconveniencies, which 
would be a very unſuitable return for all the 
kindneſs that you have ſhewn to, 


Madam, 


LETTE R CCLXXIV; 
To Ms. T H R A E E. 


DEAREST MAD AM, Aſhbourne; Nov. 14, 1781. 
N ERE is Doctor Taylor, by a reſolute ad- 


herence to bread and milk, with a better 
appearance of health than he has had for a 
long time paſt; and here am I, living very 
temperately, but with very little amend- 
ment. But the balance 1s not perhaps very 
unequal : he has no pleaſure like that which I 
receive from the kind importunity with which 
you invite me to return. There is no dan- 
ger of very long delay. There is nothing 
| in 
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in this part of the world that can counteract 
your attraction. | 


The hurt in my leg has grown well ſlowly, 
according to Hector's prognoſtick, and ſeems 
now to be almoſt healed : but my nights are 
very reſtleſs, and the days are therefore 


heavy, and I have not your nme to 
cheer them. 


I am willing however to hear that there is 
happineſs in the world, and delight to think 
on the pleaſure diffuſed among the Burneys. 
I queſtion: if any ſhip upon the ocean goes 
out attended with more good wiſhes than that 
which carries the fate of Burney. I love 
all of that breed whom I can be ſaid to know, 
and one or two whom I hardly know I love 
upon credit, and love them becauſe they love 
each other. Of this conſanguineous unani- 
mity I have had never much experience; but 
it appears to me one of the great lenitives 
of life; but it has this deficience, that it is 
never found when diſtreſs is mutual He that 
has leſs than enough for himſelf has nothing 
to ſpare, and as every man feels only his own 
neceſſities, he is apt to think thoſe of others 
leſs preſſing, and to accuſe them of with-hold- 


Vol. II. ing 
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ing what in truth they cannot give. He that | 


has his foot firm upon dry ground may pluck 


another out of the water ; but of thoſe that 
are all afloat, none has any care but for him- 


ſelf. 


We do not hear that the deanery is yet given 
away, and, though nothing is ſaid, I believe 
much is ſtill thought *. it. Hope travels 
through- 


J am, deareſt of all dear ladies, 


Your, . 


LETTER OCLERY. 
To Mr. THRA LE. 


DEAR MADAM, Aſhbourne, Nov. 24, 1781. 


1 SHALL leave this place about the begin- 


ning of next week, and ſhall leave every 
place as faſt as I decently can, till I get back to 
you, whoſe kindneſs is one of my great com- 
forts. I am not well, but have a mind every 
16 : + ROW 


32 
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now and then to think myſelf better, and 1 
now hope to be better under your care, 


It was time to ſend Kam to another maſters 
but Jam glad that before he went ke beat Hector, 
for he has really the appearance of a ſuperior 
ſpecies to an animal whoſe whole power is in | 
his legs, and that againſt the moſt defence- 
leſs of all the inhabitants of the earth, 


Dr. Taylor really grows well and diredts 
his compliments to be ſent. I hope Mr. Per- 
kins will be well too. | | 


But why do you tell me nothing of your own 
health? Perhaps ſince the fatal pinch of ſnuff 
I may have no care about it. I am glad that 
you have returned to your meat, for I never 
_” that abſtinence would do plats oY 


| | | 
when gs comes and J come, you will have * — 5 7 


two about you that love you; and I queſtion 5 erh - — i hop 
if either of us heartily care how few more e web Ae 
you have. But how many y ſoever they may oi 0p" "__ 
be, I hope you keep your kindneſs for me, . e 

jo «4, 
and I have a great mind to have 2 8 4 2 


kindneſs too. 


Hes Nader —— 
22 Frank's | Y 
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Frank's wife has brought him a wench ; but 
TI cannot yet get intelligence of her colour, 
and therefore have never told him how much 
depends upon it. | 


The weather here is chill, and the air 
damp. I have been only once at the water- 
fall, which I found doing as it uſed to do, and 
came away. I had not you nor Queeney 
A 5 
5 | | | Your, Oc. | 


LETTER CCLXXVI 
To Mrs. T HR AI. E. 


DEAR MAD AM, Lichfield, Dec. 3, 1781. 


I AM now come back to Lichfield, where I 

do not intend to ſtay long enough to re- 
ceive another letter. Ihave little to do here but 
to take leave of Mrs. Aſton, I hope not the 
laſt leave. But Chriſtians may with more 
confidence than Sophoniſba 


Avremo toſto lungo lungo ſpazio 
Per ſtare aſſieme, et ſarà forie eterno. 


/ 
e 
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My time paſt heavily at Aſhbourne, yet 1 
could not eaſily get away, though Taylor, I 
ſincerely think, was glad to ſee me go. I have 
now learned the inconveniences of a winter 
campaign; hut I hope home will make 
amends for all my fooliſh ſufferings. 


I do not like poor Burney's vicarious cap- 
tainſhip. Surely the tale of Tantalus was made 
for him. Surely he will be in time a captain 
like another captain, of a ſhip like another 
i. 


Tou have got Piozzi again, noclthlandinh We Gin“ — 
pretty Harriet's dire denunciations. The Ita- _ 2 ares 
lian tranſlation which he has brought, you 8 2 . . 
will find no great acceſſion to your library, A. .. fee, 5 
for the writer ſeems to underſtand very little = = ever een 
Engliſh. When we meet we can compare . 
ſome paſſages. Pray contrive a multitude of 
good things for us to do when we meet. 

Something that may hold all together ; though 
if any thing makes me love you more, it 18 
going from you. Sh 


I am, c. 
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LETTER CCLXXVII 
To Ms. THRALE 


PEAR MADAM, Birmingham, Dec. 8, 1781. 


AM come to this place on my way to | 

London and to Streatham. I hope to be 
in London on Tueſday or Wedneſday, and 
at Streatham on Thurſday, by your kind 
conveyance. I ſhall have nothing to relate 
either wonderful or delightful. But remem- 
ber that you ſent me away, and turned me 
out into the world, and you muſt take the 
chance of finding me better or worſe, This 
you may know at preſent, that my affection 
for you is not diminiſhed, and my expecta- 
tion from you is encreaſed. Do not neglect 
me, nor relinquiſh me, Nobody will ever 
loye you better or honour you more than, 


Madam, 
Tour, Tc, 
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LETTER CCLXXVIIL 


To Mrs. T H RALE. 


DEAREST LADY, Feb. 16, 1782, 


I AM better, but not yet well; but hope 
* ſprings eternal. ——As ſoon as I can think 
myſelf not troubleſome, you may be ſure of 
ſeeing me, for ſuch a place to viſit nobody ever 
had. Deareſt Madam, do not think me worſe 
than I am; be ſure at leaſt, that whatever hap- 
pens to me, I am with all the regard that ad- de #2 — 
miration of excellence and gratitude for kind- 1 3 
neſs can excite, _ „ 


| E 14 
Madam, 1 1 


Your, c. 
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LETTER COLXXIE, 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


DEAR SIR, Feb. 16, 1:82. 


1 cAN find no paper readily but what is 


ruled for children's uſe 'tis all one J 


_ ee ſo do excuſe it. My houſe is pretty _ 


A enough, but wond'roug cold, though the ſea- 
ſon has hitherto been uncommonly mild, 


. 
8 OF" | which perhaps may affect ſome people's health. 


'You are uſed to ſcorn little things, but muſt 
now be contented to acknowledge their influ- 
ence.— The influence of little people I hope 
you will never be magnificent enough to de- 
ſpife. Was it not Godeau who was called 
among the French wits Le Nain de Julie? 


And who wrote lo prettily after his great pre- 


ferment to an old friend in theſe words? Au 
refle, mon ami, n'oublies jamais le Nain de Julie, 
gui voudroit bien eflre un Geant pour vous ſer- 


vir. So ſay IJ. 


Looking over ſome French melanges yeſter- 


* J obſerved that Mr. L'Abbe D'Artigny 
uſes 
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uſes the word accointance; it was a new thing 
to me, and one of which I had no notion be- 
fore: Pray how came it into our language? 


You are now making haſte to be well I 
hope, and intend to be briſk, and anſwer 
queſtions willingly and kindly. I told Doc- 
tor Lawrence, that the . Gravedo of which 
you complain ſhould be kept from incregſing 
long i in this caſe, and as he is as good a gram- 
marian as he is a phyſician, I hope he will 
take the hint. Dear Sir, be well, or how ſhall 
we be merry, 


With talk of ſpectacles and 1 
as Swift ſays. 


The newſpapers. would ſpoil my few com- new gap eV 


forts that are left if they could ; but you / 4 * „ 2 if 
tell me that's Lab nn! por of pe”; 


tion, whether true or falſe, of being a_wit . force? CL. 45. | 
forſooth : and you remember poor Floretta . 1 N.. D ry i 


who was teized into wiſhing away her ſpirit, "kom to wt 4 1 b 
her beauty, her fortune, and at laſt even 28. _ 


. „ A. HR 
her life, never could bear the bitter water 3 Te bel iN 
which was to have waſhed away her wit; . Papers, => 


* 4 | | 
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1 am told the new plays this year are got 


up (as the phraſe is) very penuriouſly : our 


Italian friends tell a comical ſtory, applicable 
enough, of what happened in their own coun- 
try: I dare ſay you have heard it from Saſtres. 


How to ridicule the manager's parſimony, 


ſome one ſaid, Non ſapete forſe fare una come- 
dia ſenza ſpeſe verune? No Signor, facciamo 


pur quella d Adamo e d Eva, cofi ſaranno ri 


parmiati gli abiti, Ma lo ſcandalo ! ſays the 
other. Oibo ! la faremo all gſcuro, e cofi riſe 


parmierete anche i lumi. 


Is this nonſenſe enough for one morning ? 


I cannot bear the thoughts of turning the page 


to write more ſuch. Accept the beſt compli- 
ments of all belonging to 


Your moſt faithful ſervant, 
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LETTER ccLXXX. 
To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


DEAR MADAM, Feb. 17, 1782. 
— ſuch letters would make any man 
well. I will let them have their full ope- 
ration upon me; but while I write I am 
not without a cough. I can however keep it 
quiet by diacodium, and am in hope that 
with all other diſturbances it will go away, 
and permit me to enjoy the happineſs of being, 


Madam, Your, c. 


LETTER COLE 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAREST MADAM, Bolt-court, Feb. 21, 1782. 


I CERTAINLY grow better. I lay this morn- 
ing with ſuch ſucceſs, that I called before 

I roſe for dry linen. I believe I have had a 
eriſis. 
: Lait 
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Laſt night called Sir Richard Jebb; and 
many people call or ſend : I am not neglected 
nor forgotten. But let me be always ſure of 
your kindneſs. I hope to try again this 
week whether your houſe is yet ſo cold, for to 
be away from you, if I did not think our ſepa- 
ration likely to be ſhort, how could I endure ? 
You are a dear dear lady, and your kind at- 
tention is a great part of what life affords to, 


Madam, 
Your, Ec. 


LETTER CCLXXXIL 
To Mrs. T HRA 


DEAREST OF ALL DEAR LADIES, March 14, 1782. 


= HAT Povilleri ſhould write theſe verſes is 
impoſſible. I am angry at Saſtres,_ 


Seven ounces ! Why I ſent a letter to Dr. 
Lawrence, who is ten times more #imor- 
fome than is your Jebb, and he came and ſtood 
by while one vein was opened with too ſmall 
= = an 
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an orifice, and bled eight ounces and ſtopped. 
Then another vein was opened, which ran 
eight more. And here am I ſixteen ounces 

lighter, for I have had no dinner. 


think the loſs of blood has done no harm; 
whether it has done good, time wall tell. I 
am glad that I do not ſink without reſiſt- 
ance. 


I am, Dear Madam, 
Your, TIC 


LETTER cox 

To Mrs. THRALE. 
MAD AM. April. 
I HAVE been very much out of order ſince 

you ſent me away ; but why ſhould I tell 

you, who do not care, nor deſire to know? 
I dined with Mr. Paradiſe on Monday, with 
the Biſhop of St. Afaph yeſterday, with the 
Biſhop of Cheſter I dine to-day, and with the 
Academy on Saturday, with Mr. Hoole on 
Monday, and with Mrs. Garrick on Thurſ- 
day 


* 
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day the 2d of _. and then—what care yur ? 
what then ? 


The news run, that we have taken ſeven- 
teen French tranſports——that Langton's lady 
is lying down with her eighth child, all alive 
and Mrs. Carter's Miſs Sharpe is going 
to marry a ſchoolmaſter ſixty- two years old. 


Xe words 7 


ant of few Do not let Mr. Piozzi. nor any body elſe 
. What Put me quite out of your head, and do not 


. think that any body will love you like 


Your, Tc. 


RETTER CCLEXXIV. 
To Mrs. T H R 1 


DE ARE ST MADAM, + April 30, 1782. | 
HAVE had a freſh cold and been very 


poorly: But I was yeſterday at Mr. 
Hoole's, where were Miſs Reynolds and 
many others. I am going to the club. 


Since Mrs. Garrick's invitation I have a 
letter from Miſs Moore, to engage me for the 
evening. 


C ms — —— — 2». * * . 8 1 ; 

OT K . ˙ 1m IT IR, + netie> 383 . 3 ; 

— — <a mo a 4 Fauna y PR "a 1g — — e r ot Bax ee nes 4 rS; . 
2 T7 | . by , oh 2 l > 8 cet = a, 


Dz. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 2 
evening. I have an appointment to Miſs 


Monkton, and another with * Om Sheffield 
at Mrs. Way * 


Two days ago Mr. Cumberland had his 
third night, which, after all expences, put 
into his own pocket five pounds. He has 
loſt his plume. 


Mrs. 5 refuſed to ſing, at the Ducheſs 
of Devonſhire's requeſt, a ſong to the Prince 
of Wales. They pay for the — neither 
principal nor intereſt ; and poor Garrick's fu- 
neral expences are yet unpaid, though the un- 
dertaker is broken. Could you have a better 
purveyor for a little ſcandal? But I with I 
was at Streatham. I beg Miſs to come early, 
and I may perhaps reward you with more 
miſchief. | 


I am, deareſt and deareſt Lady, 


Your, Oc. 
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LETTER CCLXXXV. 


To Mrs. T H R A L. E. 


MADAM, | 5 Ts May 8, 1782. 
* ESTERDAY I was all ſo bonny, as who but 
me? At night my cough drove me to dia- 
codium, and this morning I ſuſpect that dia- 
codium will drive me to ſleep in the chair. 
Breath however is better, and I ſhall try to 
eſcape the other bleeding, for I am of the chy- 
mical ſect, which holds phlebatomy A in abhor- 
rencde. 


But it is not plenty nor diminution of blood 
that can make me more or leſs, 


fy: deareſt dear Lady, 
Your, Ge. 


I ſend my compliments to my dear Queeney: 
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LETTER CCLXXXVI. 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


MAD AM, London, June 4, 1782. 


yn was it ſaid by him who faid it 
firſt, that this world is all ups and 
downs. You know, deareſt Lady, that when 
I preſt your hand at parting I was rather down. 
When I came hither, I ate my dinner well, 
but was ſo haraſſed by the cough, that Mr, 
Strahan ſaid, it was an extremity which he 
could not have believed without the ſenſible 
and true avouch of his own obſervation. I 
was indeed. almoſt ſinking under it, when 
Mrs. Williams happened to cry out that ſuch. 
a cough ſhould be ſtilled by opium or any 
means. I took yeſterday half an ounce of 
bark, and knew not- whether opium would 
counteract it, but remembering no prohibition 
in the medical books, and knowing that to 
quiet the cough with opium was one of Law- 
rence's laſt orders, I took two grains, which 
gave me not ſleep indeed, but reſt, and that 
reſt has given me ſtrength and courage. 

Vo, II. R . This 
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This morning to my bed-ſide came dear Sir 
| Richard. I told him of the opium, and he 
approved i it, and told me, if I went to Ox 
ford, which he rather adviſed, that I ſhould 
ſtrengthen the conſtitution by the bark, tame 
the cough with opium, keep the body open, 

and ſupport myſelf by liberal nutriment. 


As to the journey I know not that it will 
be neceſſary, deſme mollium tandem querularum. 
—— This day I dined upon ſkate, pudding, 
gooſe, and your aſparagus, and could have 
eaten more, but was prudent. 


Pray for me, dear Madam ; I hope the tide 
has er The change that I feel is more 
than I durſt have hoped, or than I thought 
poſſible ; but there has yet not paſſed a whole 
day, and I may rejoice perhaps too ſoon. 
Come and ſee me, and when you think beſt, 
upon due conſideration, take me away. 


I am, dear Madam, 


Your, G. 
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LETTER CCLXXXVII. 
To Wn FF A 


DEAR MADAM, Oxford, June 12, 1782. 


. peeviſh, but it was at re ev. 4. 


not unkind. I ſhould have cared little 


no kindneſs. 


I find no particular ſalubrity in this air, my 
reſpiration is very laborious ; my appetite is 
good, and my ſleep commonly long and quiet; 
but a very little motion diſables me. 


I dine to-day with Dr. Adams, and to- 
morrow with Dr. Wetherel. Yeſterday Dr. 
Edwards invited ſome men from Exeter 
college, whom I liked very well. Theſe va- 
riations of company help the mind, though 
they cannot do much for the body. But the 


body receives ſome help from a cheerful mind. 


Keep up ſome kindneſs for me; when I 
am with you again, I hope to be leſs burden- 
_ by being leſs ſick. 

I am, deareſt Lady, 
| Your, Oc. 
R 2 


7e * oy af $-. 
about a wanton expreſſion, if there hag been . repo 2 


afoot 


2 
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LETTER CcLxXXVIII. 
To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DE AR MADAM, | Oxford, June 13, 1782. 


1 a little phyſick drove away a 

great part of my cough, but I am ſtill 
very much obſtructed in my reſpiration, and 
ſo ſoon tired with walking, that I have hardly 
ventured one unneceſſary ſtep. Of my long 
illneſs much more than this does not remain, 
but this is very burthenſome. I ſleep pretty 


well, and have appetite 2 but I cheat it 
with fiſh. | 


'Vterday I dined at Dr. Adams's with 
Miſs More, and other perſonages of emi- 
nence. To-day I am going to Dr. Wetherel ; 
and thus day goes after day, not wholly with- 
out amuſement. 


I think not to ſtay here long. Till I am 
better it is not prudent to fit long in the 
libraries, for the weather is yet ſo cold, that 
in the penury of fuel, for which we think 

7 ourſelves. 
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ourſelves very unhappy, I have yet met with 
none ſo frugal as to ſit without fire. 


I am, Madam, 
| Your, Ec. 


Poor Davis complained that he had not "a 
ceived his money for Boyle. 


LETTER cclxxXIX. 
Mrs. THRALE to Dz. JOHNSON. 


DEARS IR, | | Streatham, | June 14. 


' confeſſion muſt precede amendment. Do 
not ſtudy to be more unhappy than you are, 
and if you can eat and ſleep well, do not be 
frighted, for there can be no real danger, 
Are you acquainted with Dr. Lee, the maſter 
of Baliol College? And are you not delight- 
ed with his gayety of manners and youthful 
vivacity now that he is eighty-ſix years old? 
I never heard a more perfect or excellent pun 
than his, when ſome one told him how in a 

MS. lat 


1 AM glad you confeſs yourſelf peeviſh, for 
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” "FR diſpute among the Privy Counſellors, 
the Lord Chancellor ſtruck the table with ſuch 
violence that he ſplit it: No, no, no, replied 


the Maſter dryly, I can hardly perſuade my- 
ſelf that he lit the Table, though I believe he 


divided the Board. Will you ſend me any 


thing better from Oxford than this? for there 
muſt be no more faſtidiouſneſs now; no more 


Tefuſing to laugh at a good quibble, when you 


ſo loudly profeſs the want of amuſement and 
the neceſlity of diverſion. How the people 
of this age do cry for rattles is indeed little to 
its credit, for knowledge is diffuſed moſt cer- 
tainly, if not increaſed, and that onght to 
ſtand inſtead of perpetual variety one would 
think. Apropos to general improvement: 
J was reading the Spectator to Sophy while 


my maid papered my curls yeſter-morning, 


it was the 3d vol. 217, where the man com- 
plains of an indelicate miſtreſs, who ſaid on 
ſome occaſion that her ſtomach ach'd, and 
lamented how her teeth had got a ſeed ſtuck 
between them. The woman that dreſſed 
me was ſo aſtoniſhed at this groſſneſs, though 
common enough in Addiſon's time one ſees, 
that ſhe cried out, Well Madam! ſurely that 
could never have been a lady who uſed ex- 


preſſions like thoſe. 


I much 
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I much wonder whether this refinement 
has ſpread all over the Continent, or whether 
tis confined to our own iſland: when we were 
in France we could form little judgment, as our 
time was paſled chiefly among Engliſh ; yet 
I recollect that one fine lady, who entertained 
us very ſplendidly, put her mouth to the tea- 
pot, and blew in the ſpout when it did not 
pour freely. My maid Peggy would not have 
touched the tea after ſuch an operation. Was 
it convenient, and agreeable, and wiſe, and 
fine, I ſhould like to ſee the world beyond ſea 
very much; 


But fate has faſt bound her 
With Styx nine times round her. 


80 your friend muſt look on the waves at 
Brighthelmſtone without breathing a with to 
_ croſs them, | 


Mean time let us be as merry as reading 
Burton upon Melancholy will make us. You 
bid me ſtudy that book in your abſence, and now, 
What have I found? Why, I have found, or 
fancied, that he has been cruelly plundered : 
that Milton's firſt idea of L'Allegro and II 
Penſeroſo were ſuggeſted by the veries at the 
beginning ; that Savage's Speech of Suicide in 
the Wanderer, grew up out of a paſſage 

4 you 
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you probably remember towards the 216th 


page; that Swift's Tale of the Woman that 
holds water in her mouth, to regain her huſ- 


band's love by ſilence, had its ſource in the 
ſame farrago; and that there is an odd 


ſimilitude between my Lord's trick upon Sly 


the Tinker, in Shakeſpear's Taming of the 
Shrew, and ſome ſtuff I have been reading in 


Burton. 


And now, Dear Sir, be as comfortable as 


you can, and do not dun me for that kind- 


neſs which has never been withheld, only 
becauſe it is cold weather and you want em- 
ployment; but be gentle and tranquil like 


Dr. Adams, or gay and flaſhy like Dr. Lee, 


and then what then? Why then you will 
deſerve Miſs Adams's gaod will, and Miſs 


| More's eſteem, added to the humble ſervice and 


attentive regard of your ever equal y | 
Faithful, He. 
H. T H R A L E. 


Sir Richard aſks after you with very tender 


eare indeed: what would you have of us all 


that you cannot command? He is among 
thoſe who would do any thing in the world 
to oblige you. 
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LETTER CCXC. 
To Mr. T H R AI. E. 
DE AR MADAM, Oxford, June 17, 1782. 
HAVE found no ſudden alteration or 
amendment, but I am grown better by 
degrees. My cough is not now very trou- 


bleſome to myſelf, nor I hope to others. My 
breath is ſtill ſhort and encumbered ; I do not 


ſleep well, but I lie eaſy. By change of 


place, ſucceſſion of company, and neceſſity 


of talking, much of the terrour that had 


ſeized me ſeems to be diſpelled. : 


Oxford has done, I think, what for the 
preſent it can do, and I am going ſlyly to 
take a place in the coach for Wedneſday, and 
you or my ſweet Queeney will fetch me 
on Thurſday, and ſee what you can make of 
me. . 


To-day I am going to dine with Dr. 


Wheeler, and to-morrow Dr. Edwards has 


invited Miſs Adams and Miſs More. Yeſter- 


day 


— ate» Vw — — —— * 
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day I went with Dr. Edwards to his living. 
He has really done all that he could do for 

my relief or entertainment, and really drives 
me away by young too much, 


I am, Madam, 
Your, tc. 
When I come back to retirement, it will be 


great charity in you to let me come back to 
ſomething elſe, 


LETTER CAA. 


So Mn HN IL. 


- DEAREST LADY, June 28, 1781. 
1 was blooded on Saturday; I think, not 
copiouſly enough, but the Doctor would 
permit no more. I have however his conſent 
to bleed again to-day. Since I left you I have 
eaten very little, on Friday chiefly broath, 
on Saturday nothing but ſome bread in the 
morning, on Sunday nothing but ſome bread 
and three roaſted apples. I try to get well 


and wiſh to ſee * but if I came, I ſhould 
only 


Dx. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 2x1 
pnly cough and cough. Mr. Steevens, who 
is with me, ſays that my hearing is returned, 


We are here all three lick, and poor Lever i is 
gone. 


Do not add to my other diſtreſſes any 74 — 
diminution ot kindneſs for, 


| | Reg me cel 
Madam, | : . PO 4 
: | fool „ 
Your, De. ference weorT ve 
LETTER CCXCIL 
To Mrs. T H R AI. E. 
DE AR MAD AM, - Saturday, July 8, 1782» 


Pn: aPs ſome of your people may call to- 

- morrow. I have this day taken a paſlage 
to Oxford for Monday. Not to friſk as you 
expreſs it with very unfeeling irony, but to 
catch at the hopes of better health. The 
change of place may do ſomething. To leave 
the houſe where ſo much has been ſuffered 
affords ſome pleaſure, Wan I write to you 

write 
12 
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write to me again, and let me have the plea- 
ſure of knowing that I am ftill conſidered 
28 = | | 

| Madam, 


Your, oc, 


LETTER CCXCIII 
To Mrs. T HRA E. 


DEAR LADY,. Dec. 20, 1782. 

HOPE the worſt is at laſt over. I had 

a very good night, and ſlept very long. 
You can hardly think how bad I have been 
while you were in all your altitudes, at the 
Opera, and all the fine places, and thinking 
little of me. Saſtres has been very good. 
Queeney never ſent me a kind word. I hope 
however to be with you again in a ſhort time, 
and ſhew you a man again. 


I am, Madam, 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 253 


LETTER CCXCIV. 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


Y health, my children, and my fortune, 
Dear Sir, are coming faſt to an end 1 
think——not ſo my ſorrows : Harriet is dead, 
and Cicely is dying: I had taken an emetic 
when the expreſs came, and have ordered a 
poſt-chaiſe and chamomile tea at this inſtant. 
A letter from London bids me make haſte . 
thither, and not ſit ph:/o/ophicallyat Bath. This 
is from one of the guardians. I am more ill 
now than I can expreſs, of which Dr. Wood- 
ward is witneſs; who ſays, if I do go, and 
add the hooping-cough to that which al- 
ready has worn me to a ſkeleton, it will be 
my laſt trouble in this world. So much the 
better ; I am as tired of life as can be, but will 
talk with dear Dr. Pepys once more before I 
leave it. If he cannot ſave Cecilia, nobody 
can I am ſure ; Sir Richard is with her twice 
a-day beſides: when I am there I will not 


touch her, nor tempt death ſo madly, though 
weary of living. EE. 


Was 
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Was it not Torquato Tafſo who was aſked 
once what uſe he made of his phils ofophy 2 
and did he not reply thus? 7 have learned 
2 }Þ * A. from it to endure your malice ? It ought to have 
Mean” been my anſwer to the epiſtle of to-day. 


rag Adieu, Dear Sir, I muft lie down a mo- 
Fi 72 a, „ment, then get into the chaiſe, and drive all 
11 58. „er night till I reach Ray and Fry s ſchool: no 
2 


refer need to ſee hateful London, is there? 1 wil 
avoid it, if poſſible, to be ſure. 


This is Good Friday night, 3 no Chriſ- 
tian ought to complain of hard ſufferings on 
this anniverſary of harder ſufferings inflicted 
on his Saviour himſelf. I will therefore 
ceaſe repining, and do my duty cheerfully. 


My dear Sir, a ſudden illneſs prevents my 
ability to get into the chaiſe, ſo I'll ſend this 
letter by the coach. If I have any life left I 
will uſe it to go ſee Cecilia to-morrow, I 
am then and always equally your obliged 

and faithful ſervant, 
H. 'E THRALE 


You will not know me when I do come. 


Sharp miſery has worne me to the bone. 
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LETTER cv. 
' To Mrs. T H RAL E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, May-day, 1783. 
I AM glad that you went to Streatham, 
though you could not fave the dear pretty 

little girl. I loved her, for ſhe was Thrale's 
and your's, and by her dear father's appoint- 
ment in ſome ſort mine: I love you all, 
and therefore cannot without regret ſee the 
phalanx broken, and reflect that you and 
my other dear girls are deprived of one 
that was born your friend. To ſuch friends, 
every one that has them, has recourſe at laſt, 
when it is diſcovered, and diſcovered it ſel- 
dom fails to be, that the fortuitous friendſhips 
of inclination or vanity are at the mercy of a 


_ thouſand accidents. But we muſt ſtill our 


diſquiet with remembering that, where there 
is no guilt, all is for the beſt. I am glad 
to hear that Cecily is ſo near recovery. 


For ſome days after your departure I was 
pretty well, but I have begun to languiſh 
again, and laſt night was very tedious and 


OP 
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oppreſlive. I excuſed myſelf to-day from 
dining with General Paoli, where I love to 
dine, but I was griped oo the talons of ne- 
cellity. 


On Saturday I dined, as is uſual, at the 
opening of the bon. Our company 
was ſplendid, whether more numerous than 
at any former time I know not. Our tables 


. ſeem | always full. On Monday, if I am told 


truth, were received at the door one hundred 
and ninety pounds, for the admiſſion of three 

thouſand eight hundred ſpectators. Suppoſing 
the ſhew open ten hours, and the ſpectators 
ſtaying one with another each an hour, the 
rooms never had fewer than three hundred 
and eighty juſtling againſt each other. Poor 
Lowe met ſome diſcouragement, but J inter- 
poſed for 1200 and * | | f 


Mr. Barry's 8 exhibition was e the 
ſame day, and a book is publiſhed: to recom- 
mend it, which, if you read it, you will find 
decorated with ſome ſatirical pictures of Sir 
Joſhua Reynolds and others. I have not 
eſcaped, You muſt however think with ſome 
eſteem of Barry for the comprehenſion of his 


| ME” 
| 1 am, n Your Cc. 7. 
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LETTER CCXCVL 
To Mrs. T HR A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, May 8, 1 
1 THOUGHT your letter long in coming. I 

ſuppoſe it is true that I looked but languid 
at the exhibition, but have been worſe ſince. 
Laſt Wedneſday, the Wedneſday of laſt 
week, I came home ill from Mr. Jodrel's, 
and after a tedious, oppreſſive, impatient | 
night, ſent an excuſe to General Paoli, and 
took on Thurſday two briſk catharticks and a 
doſe of calomel. Little things do me rio 
good. At night I was much better. Next 
day cathartick again, and the third day opium 
for my cough. I lived without fleſh all the 
three days. The recovery was more than I 
expected. I went to church on Sunday quite 
at eaſe. | 1 ; 


The exhibition proſpers ſo much, that Sir 
Joſhua ſays it will maintain the academy. He 
eſtimates the probable amount at three thou- 
ſand pounds. Steevens is of opinion that 

EY Croſt's 
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Croft's books will ſell for near three times 
as much as they coſt, which however is not 
more than might be expected. 


Favour me with a direction to Muſgrave 
of Ireland; I have a charitable office to pro- 
poſe to him. Is he Knight or Baronet ? 


My preſent circle of enjoyment is as nar- 
row for me as the-Circus for Mrs, Montague. 
When I firſt ſettled in this neighbourhood 1 
had Richardſon and Lawrence, and Mrs. Allen 
at hand. 1 had Mrs. Williams, then no bad 
companion, and Levet for a long time always 
to be had. If I now go out I muſt go far 
for company, and at laſt come back to two ſick 
and diſcontented women, who can hardly 
talk, if they had any thing to ſay, and whoſe 
hatred of each other makes one great exer- 
ciſe of their faculties. 


But, with all thefe evils, poſitive and priva- 
tive, my health in its preſent humour pro- 
miſes to mend, and 1, in my preſent humour, 
promiſe to take care of it, and if we both keep 
our words, we may yet have a bruſh at the 
cobwebs in the ſky. 


Let my dear loves write to me, and do you 
write often yourſelf to, 


Dear Madam, Your, 05 


29 
+ 
rs: > 
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LETTER CCXCVII 
o Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 5, 1783, 
We do you write ſo ſeldom ? I was very 


glad of your letter. You were uſed 


formerly to write more, when I know not 
why you ſhould had much more to ſay. Do 
not pleaſe yourſelf with ſhowing me that you 
can forget me, who do not t forget you. 


Mr. Deſmoulin's account of my health ra- 
ther wants confirmation. But complaints are 
uſeleſs. 


I have, by the migration of one of my 


ladies, more peace at home; but I remember 
an old ſavage chief that ſays of the Romans 
with great indignation—#b: ſolitudinem faciunt, 
ßacem — | 


Mr. was not calamity, it was his 


ſiſter, to whom I am afraid the term is now 
ſtrictly applicable, for ſhe ſeems to have fallen 


S 2 ſome 
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ſome way into obſcurity ; : 1 am afraid by 2 
palſy. 


Whence your pity ariſes for the thief that 
has made the hangman idle, I cannot diſ- 
cover. I am ſorry indeed for every ſuicide, 
but I ſuppoſe he would have gone to the — 
lows without being lamented. 


You will ſoon ſee that Miſs H, if 
the finds countenance, and gets ſcholars, will 
conquer her vexations. Is not Suſy likewiſe 

one of her pupils ? I owe Suſy a letter, which 
I purpoſe to pay next time. 


I can tell you of no new thing in town, but 
Dr. Maxwel, whoſe lady is by ill health de- 
tained with two little babies at Bath. 


You give a cheerful account of your way 
of life. I hope you will ſettle into tranquil- 
lity. | 

When I can repay you ſuch a narrative of 
my 8 6 * ſhall ſee x deſcription. 

1 am, oc. 


Y i - 
3 8 


oat 
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LETTER CCXCVIIL 
o Mrs. T HR A LE; 


DEAR MADAM, Oxford, June 11, 1783. 
ESTERDAY I came to Oxford without 
fatigue or inconvenience. I read in the 
coach before dinner. I dined moderately, 
and ſlept well; but find my breath not free 
this morning. 


Dr. Edwards, to whom I wrote word of 
my purpoſe to come, has defeated his own 
kindneſs by its exceſs. He has gone out of 
his own rooms for my reception, and there- 
fore I cannot decently ſtay long, unleſs I can 
change my abode, which it will not be very 
eaſy to do: nor do I know what attractions 1 
ſhall find here. Here is Miſs Moore at Dr. 
Adams's, with whom I ſhall dine to-morrow. 
Of my adventures and obſervations I ſhall 
inform you, and beg you to write to me at 
Mr. Parker's bookſeller. * 


83 I hope 


or TY 
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T hope Queeney has got rid of her influ- 
enza, and that you eſcape it. If I had 
Queeney here, how would I ſhew her all the 


places. I hope, however, I ſhall not want 
company in my ſtay here. 


I am, Dear Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCXCIX. > 0 


T0 br. THRALE. 


DEAR MAD AM. London, June 13, 1783. 

* Es TER DAY Were brought hither two 

parcels directed 20 Mrs. Thrale, to 
the care of Dr. Fohnſon. By what the touch 
can diſcover, they contain ſomething of which 
cloaths are made; and I ſuſpe& them to be 
Muſgrave's long- expected preſent. You will 
order them to be called for, or let me know 
whither 1 ſhall ſend them. | 


Crutchley hashad thegout, butt 18 abroad again, 
Seward called on me yeſterday. He is going 
only for a few weeks ; firſt to Paris, and then to 


Flanders, 


— Se 3 — 
5 el 
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Flanders, to contemplate the pictures of 
Claude Loraine; and he aſked me if that 
was not as good a way as any of ſpending 
time — that time which returns no more 
of which however a great part ſeems to be 
very fooliſhly ſpent, even 9 the wiſeſt and 
the beſt, 


That time at leaſt is not loſt in which the 
evils of life are relieved, and therefore the 
moments which you beſtow on Miſs H 
are properly employed. She ſeems to. make 
an uncommon impreſſion upon you. What 
has ſhe done or ſuffered out of the common 
_ courſe of things? I love a little ſecret hif- 
tory. | 


Poor Dr. Lawrence and his youngeſt ſon 
died almoſt on the ſame day. 


Mrs. Dobſon, the directreſs of rational 
converſation, did not tranſlate Petrarch, but 
epitomiſed a very bulky French Life of Pe- 
trarch. She tranſlated, I think, the Memoirs 
of D'Aubigne. 

Your laſt letter was very pleaſing; it ex- 
preſſed kindneſs to me, and ſome degree of 
placid acquieſcence in your preſent mode of 
life, which is, I think, the beſt which is at 


preſent within your reach. 
| 84 My 
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My powers and attention have for a long 
time been almoſt wholly employed upon my 
health, I hope not wholly without ſucceſs, 
but ſolitude is very tedious. 


I am, Madam, 


Your, Nc. 


LETTER CCC, 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


| Bath, Jane 15, 1783. 
BELIEVE it is too true, my dear Sir, that 
you think on little except yourſelf and 

your own health, but then they are ſubjects 
on which every one elſe would think too — 
and that 1 is a great conſolation. 


I am willing enough to employ all my 
thoughts upon my/elf, but there is nobody 
here who wiſhes to think with or about me, 
ſo I am very ſick and a little ſullen, and diſ- 
poſed now and then to ſay like king David, 
My lovers and my fricuds have been put away 


* | 


ow 
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from me, and my acquaintance hid out of my 
ſight. If the laſt letter I wrote ſhewed ſome 
degree of placid acquieſcence in a ſituation, 
which, however diſpleaſing, is the beſt I can 
get at 120 now ; I pray God to keep me in 


that diſpoſition, and to lay no more calamity 


upon me which may again tempt me to mur- 
mur and complain. In the mean time aſſure 
yourſelf of my undiminiſhed Kindneſs and 


veneration : they have been long out of acci- 


dent's power either to leſſen or increaſe. 


So Mr. Seward is going abroad again. I ſee 
no harm in his reſolution, though the man- 
ner of expreſſing it was likely enough to offend 
you: yet he is not a man whom any one can 
juſtly reproach with negligence of duty; he 
does more good than almoſt any perſon of 
twice his fortune, and while he is looking at 


the works of Claude Loraine he will cer- 5 


tainly be doing no miſchief, 


The profeſſors of Ennui are a very danger- 
ous race of mortals ; for, preferring any oc- 


cupation to none, they are liable to make 
many people unhappy by their officious aſſi- 


Aduities, while to themſelves they ſtand perfectly 
exculpated by the remark that a man muſt do 


 m—_— be killed with Ennui : how for- 


tunate 
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tunate for ſociety when like Seward they ſeek 
only to give away their money all winter to 


perſons who want it, and go to Flanders in 


| ſummer to look at the Claude Loraines. 


What Miſs H had ſuffered before our 


acquaintance began I know not. She now 


endures much from real, and more from fan- 


cied illneſs. Her talents are uncommon for 
work, and ſhe is a proof that work will not 


ſuffice to keep the imagination quiet. She 


feels like Pekuah, that %e mind will egſily 


ſtraggle from the fingers, and that miſery of 
heart cannot be much ſolaced by filken flowers, 


Poor Dr. Lawrence and his ſon are dead 


then: I am very ſorry; he was among the 


few parents I have known who preferred the 


virtue and happineſs of their children to the 


delight of ſeeing them grow rich and ſplen- 


did ; and you once told me, that one of his 
| ſons (I never heard which) was early bent on 


obtaining that opulence which is as ſeldom 
ſought for by youth- 8. it that . who 


is now dead? EL 5 


That you ſhould be ſolitary is a ſad thing, 
and a ſtrange one too, when every body is 


willing to drop in, and for a quarter of an 


hour at leaſt, ſave you from a tete 4 tete 
8 with 
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with yourſelf: I never could catch a moment 
when you were alone whilſt we were in Lon- 
don, and Miſs Thrale ſays the ſame thing. 
It would have been a fine advantage indeed 
could ſhe have ſeen Oxford now in your 
company ; when we enjoyed it, ſhe was too 
young to profit of the circumſtance. "Tis ſo 
throughout the world I believe : nothing hap- 
pens of good to us while we can fully uſe it : 


every little felicity which does come, comes 


at a time when waiting for it has ſpoiled our 
appetite—— 


When youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone. 


Could I however flatter myſelf with the hopes 
of a fine clear evening after my various day, 


I would bear the afternoon ſtorms better than 


1 do and who knows that it 1s yet. im- = —_ 2 | 
poſlible ? 2 4 m— Os | 


Farewel dear Sir: had I health and ſpirits as 1 11 3 


I uſed to have, I would write as I uſed to do; 


but I had then a huſband and ſons, and for 


a long time after I knew you, a mother ſuch 
as no one ever had but me, and ſuch as I ſin- 


cerely wiſh my daughters were likely to have 


in your truly faithful ſervant, 
H. L. THRALE. 


clear. 


2 a r oY 
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LETTER CCCL, 
To Mrs, T H R A L E, 


Bolt-court, Fleet - Aet. june 19, 1783, 
DEA R MADA M, 


1 AM fitting down in no cheerful ſolitude to 

write a narrative which would once have 

affected you with tenderneſs and ſorrow, but 

which you will perhaps paſs over now with 

1 the careleſs glance of frigid indifference, For 

9222 > if this diminution of regard however, I know 
bas never c he 

L hat dust not t whether I ought to blame you, who o may 


war af He g. have reaſons which J cannot k know, and I do 
. 32 Faves not blame 'myſelf,. who have — a great part 
CK es of human life done you what good I could, 


and have never done you evil. 


I had been diſordered in the uſual way, and 

had been relieved by the uſual methods, by 

| opium and catharticks, but had rather leſſen- 
\ ed my doſe of opium. 


On Monday the 16th I far for my picture, 
and walked a conſiderable way with little in- 


convenience. 
10 
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convenience. In the afternoon and evening 
T felt myſelf light and eaſy, and began to 
plan ſchemes of life. Thus I went to bed, 
and in a ſhort time waked and ſat up, as has 
been long my cuſtom, when I felt a confuſion 
and indiſtinctneſs in my head, which laſted 
I ſuppoſe about half a minute; I was alarmed, 


and prayed God, that however he might afflict 


my body, he would ſpare my underſtanding. 


This prayer, that I might try the integrity of Comm 
my faculties, I made in Latin verſe. The lines M 
were not very good, but I knew them not to / 


be very good : I made them eaſily, and con- 
eluded myſelf to be unimpaired in my facul- 
ties. 


1 


Soon after I perceived that J had ſuffered a 


paralytick ſtroke, and that my ſpeech was 
taken from me. I had no pain, and ſo little 


dejection in this dreadful ſtate, that I won= 


dered at my own apathy, and conſidered that 


perhaps death itſelf when it ſhould come 


would excite leſs horrour than ſeems now to 
attend it. 


In dhe to rouſe the vocal organs I took 
two drams. Wine has been celebrated: for 
the Production of eloquence. I put myſelf 
into 


4 
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into violent motion, and I think repeated it; 
but all was vain. I then went to bed, and, 
firange as it may ſeem, I think, ſlept. When 
I faw light, it was time to contrive what I 
ſhould do. Though God ſtopped my ſpeech 
he left me my hand, I enjoyed a mercy which 


was not granted to my dear friend Lawrence, 


who now perhaps overlooks me as I am 
writing, and rejoices that I have what he 
wanted. My firſt note was neceſſarily to my 


ſervant, who came in talking, and could not 


immediately comprehend why he ſhould read 
what I put into his hands. 


I then wrote a card to Mr. Allen, that 1 
might have a diſcreet friend at hand to act 
as occaſion ſhould require. In penning this 
note I had ſome difficulty, my hand, I knew. 


not how nor why, made wrong letters. I 


then wrote to Dr. Taylor to come to me, and 
bring Dr. Heberden, and I ſent to Dr. Brock- 
leſby, who is my neighbour. My phyſicians 


are very friendly and very diſintereſted, and 
give me great hopes, but you may imagine 


my ſituation. I have ſo far recovered my 
vocal powers, as to repeat the Lord's Prayer 
with no very imperfect articulation. My 
memory, I hope, yet remains as it was ; but 

16 Zo ſuch 
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ſuch an attack produces ſolicitude for the 
ſafety of every faculty. 


How this will be received by you I know 
not. TI hope you will ſympathiſe with me; 
but perhaps | 


My miſtreſs gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries ! Is he dumb? Tis time he ſhou'd. 


But can this be poſſible? I hope it cannot. 
I hope that what, when I could ſpeak, I ſpoke 
of you, and to you, will be in a ſober and 
ſerious hour remembered by you; and ſurely 
it cannot be remembered but with ſome de- 
gree of kindneſs. I have loved you with 
_ virtuous affection; I have honoured you with 
ſincere eſteem. Let not all our endearments 
be forgotten, but let me have in this great 
diſtreſs your pity and your prayers. You ſee 
J yet turn to you with my complaints as a 
ſettled and unalienable friend; do not, do 
not drive me from you, for I have not de- 
ſerved either neglect or hatred. 


To the girls, who do not write often, for 
Suſy has written only once, and Miſs Thrale 
owes me a letter, I earneſtly recommend, as 
their guardian and friend, that they remem- 
ber their Creator in the days of their youth. 


I ſup- 
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I ſuppoſe you may wiſh to know how my 
diſeaſe is treated by the phyſicians. They 


put a bliſter upon my back, and two from 


my ear to my throat, one on a ſide. The 
bliſter on the back has done little, and thoſe 


on the throat have not riſen. I bullied and 


bounced, (it ſticks to our laſt ſand) and com- 
pelled the apothecary to make his ſalve ac- 
cording to the Edinburgh Diſpenſatory, that 

it might adhere better. I have two on now 
of my own preſcription. They likewiſe give 
me falt of hartſhorn, which I take with no 
great confidence, but am ſatisfied that what 
can be done is done for me. | 


O God! give me comfort nd confidence 
in Thee: forgive my ſins; and if it be thy 
good pleaſure, relieve my diſeaſes for Jeſus 


Chriſt s ſake, Amen. 


T am almoſt aſhamed of this querulous let- 
ter, but now it is written, let! it go. 


7 I am, Toe 
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LETTER CCl 

To Mrs. THRALE. 
 DEARES T MADAM, London, June 20, 1783. 
| THINK to fend you for ſome time a regu- 


lar diary, You will forgive the groſs 
images which diſeaſe muſt neceſſarily preſent. 


Dr. Lawrence ſaid, that medical treatiſes 


ſhould be always in Latin. 


The two veſicatories whith I procured with 


ſo much trouble did not perform well, for, 


being applied to the lower part of the fauces, 


a part always in motion, their adheſion was 


continually broken. The back, I hear, is 
very properly flayed. 


1 have now healing application to the 
cheeks, and have my head covered with one 
formidable diffuſion of cantharides, from 


which Dr. Heberden aſſures me that ex- 


perience promiſes great effects. He told 
me likewiſe, that my utterance has been im- 


proved ſince yeſterday, of which, however, I 
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was leſs certain; though doubtleſs they who 
ſee me at intervals can beſt judge. 


I never had any diſtortion of the coun- 
tenance, but what Dr. Brockleſby called a 
little prolapſus, which went away the ſecond 
day. . 

I was this day directed to eat fleſh, and 
I dined very copiouſly upon roaſted lamb and 
boiled peaſe : I then went to ſleep in a chair, 


and when waked, I found Dr. Brockleſby 


ſitting by me, and fell to talking with him in 


ſuch a manner as made me glad, and, I hope, 


made me thankful. The DoGor fell to re- 
peating Juvenal's ninth fatire ; but I let him 
ſee that the province: was mine. 


I am to take wine to-night, and hope it 
will do me good, 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 255 


LETTER CoclII. 
To Mrs. T H R A L E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 21, 1783. 
I CONTINUE my journal. When I went 

to bed laſt night, I found the new cover- 
ing of my head nneafy, not painful, rather 
too warm. I had however a comfortable 
and placid night. My phyſicians this morn- 
ing thought my amendment not inconſider- 
able; and my friends who viſited me ſaid, 
that my look was ſpritely and cheerful. No- 
body has ſhown more affection than Paradiſe. 
Langton and he were with me a long time to- 
day. 1 was almoſt tired, 


When my friends were gone J took another 
liberal dinner, ſuch as my phyſicians recom- 
mended, and ſlept after it, but without ſuch 
evident advantage as was the effect of yeſter- 
day's feta. Perhaps the ſleep was not quite 
ſo ſound, for I am haraſſed by a very diſ- 


agreeable operation of the cantharides, which 


1 I am 
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LETTER CCC 
To Mr. T HR A L. E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 21, 1783. 


I CONTINUE my journal. When I went 

to bed laſt night, I found the new cover- 
ing of my head uneaſy, not painful, rather 
too warm, I had however a comfortable 
and placid night. My phyſicians this morn- 
ing thought my amendment not inconſider- 
able; and my friends who viſited me ſaid, 
that my look was ſpritely and cheerful. No- 
body has ſhown more affection than Paradiſe. 
Langton and he were with me a long time to- 
day. I was almoſt tired, 


When my friends were gone took another 
lüberal dinner, ſuch as my phyſicians recom- 
mended, and ſlept after it, but without ſuch 
evident advantage as was the effe& of yeſter- 
day's fieſta. Perhaps the ſleep was not quite 
ſo ſound, for I am haraſſed by a very diſ- 
agreeable operation of the cantharides, which 
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I am endeavouring to control by copious di- 
lution, 


My diſorders are in other reſpects leſs than 
uſual; my diſeaſe, whatever it was, ſeems 
collected into this one dreadful effect. My 
breath is free; the conſtrictions of the cheſt 
are ſuſpended, and my nights paſs without 
oppreſſion. 


To- day I received a letter of conſolation 
and encouragement from an unknown hand, 


without a name, kindly and piouſly, _ 
not enthuſiaſtically written. 


I had Juſt now from Mr. Pepys a meſſage, 
enquiring in your name after my health, of 
this I can give no account. 5 


Jam, Madam, 


Your, oc. 
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LETTER O 


To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


DR AR MADAM, London, June 23, 1783. 


| THANK you for your kind letter, and 


will continue my diary. On the night 


of the 21ſt I had very little reſt, being kept 
awake by an effect of the cantharides, not 
indeed formidable, but very tireſome and 
painful. On the 22d the phyſicians releaſed 
me from the ſalts of hartſnorn. The cantha- 


Tides continued their perſecution, but I was 


ſet free from it at night. I had however not 
much ſleep, but I hope for more to-night. 
The veſications on my back and face are heal- 
ing, and only that on my head continues to 
operate. 35 


My friends tell me that my power of utter- 


ance improves daily, and Dr. Heberden de- 


clares that he hopes to find me almoſt well 
to-morrow. | | 


T 3 Palſies 


wi - _— 
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Palſies are more common than 1 thought; 
have been viſited by four friends who have 
had each a ſtroke, and one of them two. 


Your offer, dear Madam, of coming to 
me, is charmingly kind; but I will lay. up 
for future uſe, and "Wy let it not be conſi- 
dered as obſolete; a time of dereliction may 
come, when I may have hardly any other 
friend, but in the preſent exigency I cannot 
name one who has been deficient in civility 
or attention. What man can do for man has 
been done for me. Write to me very often. 


I am, Madam, 


Your, 2 0 


ERETTERCOCY, 
To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


PEAR MADAM, 

* journal now, like other journals, 
+ grows very dry, as it is not diverſified 
either by operations or events. Leſs and leſs 

By EY 18 
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is done, and, I thank God, leſs and leſs is 
_ ſuffered every day. The phyſicians ſeem to 
think that little more needs to be done. I. 
find that they conſulted to-day about ſending 


me to Bath, and thought it needleſs. Dr, 
Heberden takes leave to-morrow. x 


This day I watered the garden, and did 
not find the watering-pots more heavy than 
they have hitherto been, and my breath is 
more free. 


Poor dear — has juſt been here with 
a preſent. If it ever falls in your way to do 
him good, let him have your favour, 


Both Queeney's letter and yours gave me 
to-day great pleaſure. Think as well and as 
kindly of me as you can, but do not flatter 
me. Cool reciprocations of eſteem are the 
great comforts of life; hyperbolical praiſe 


only corrupts tl the tongue of the one, and the 
ear of the other. 


London, 


June 24, 1783. | "i am, &c. 


Your letter has no date, 


T4 
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EETTER CCCOVL 
Me THRALE. 


DEAREST MADAM, London, June 28, 1783. 


oUR letter is juft ſuch as I deſire, and 
as from you I hope always to deſerve. 


The black dog I hope always to reſiſt, and 
in time to drive, though I am deprived of 
almoſt all thoſe that uſed to help me. The 
neighbourhood is impoveriſhed. I had once 
Richardſon and Lawrence in my reach. 
Mrs. Allen is dead. My houſe has loſt 
Levet, a man who took intereſt in every 
thing, and therefore ready at converſation. 
Mrs. Williams is ſo weak that ſhe can be a 
companion no longer. When I riſe my break- 
faſt is ſolitary, the black dog waits to ſhare it, 
from breakfaſt to dinner he continues bark- 
ing, except that Dr. Brockleſby for a little 
keeps him at a diſtance. Dinner with a ſick. 
woman you may venture to ſuppoſe not much 
better than ſolitary. After dinner, what re- 
mains but to count the clock, and hope for 

16 . that 
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that ſleep which J can ſcarce expect. Night 
comes at laſt, and ſome hours of reſtleſneſs and 
confuſion bring me again to a day of ſolitude. 
What ſhall exclude the black dog from an 
habitation like this? If I were a little richer, 


I would perhaps take ſome ch female 
into the houſe. 


Vour Bath news ſhews me new calamities. 
I am afraid Mrs. L s is left with a nu- 
merous family, very ſlenderly ſupplied. Mrs. 
Sheward is an old maid, I am afraid, yet fur 
le fave. 


if he were well, would be well 
—_ liked; his daughter has powers and 
knowledge, but no art ol making Tranny 
agreeable. 


I muſt touch my journal. Laft night freſh 
flies were put to my head, and hindered me 
from ſleeping. To-day I fancy myſelf in- 
commoded by heat. 


I have, however, watered the garden both 
yeſterday and to-day, juſt as I n the 
laurels in the iſland. | 


1 am, Madam, 
Your, tc. 


W 
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LETTER CCCVII 


od SN THRALKE 


DEAR MADAM, 
MONO thoſe that have enquired alin mez 
Sir Philip is one; and Dr. Burney was 
one of thoſe who came to ſee me. 1 have 
had no reaſon to complain of indifference or 
neglect. Dick Burney is come home hive 
inches taller. 


Yeſterday in the evening I went to church, 


and have been to-day to ſee the great burning 


glaſs, which does more than was. ever done 


before by the tranſmiſſion of the rays, but is 


not equal in power to thoſe which reflect 
them. It waſtes a diamond placed in the 


focus, but cauſes no diminution of pure gold. 


Of the rubies expoſed to its action, one was 


made more vivid, the other paler. To ſee the 


glaſs, I climbed up ſtairs to the garret, and 
then up a ladder to the leads, and talked 
to the artiſt rather too long; for my voice, 
though clear and diſtin& for a little while, 

| Rs ſoon 
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ſoon tires and falters. The organs of ſpeech 
are yet very feeble, but will I hope be by 
the mercy of God finally reſtored: at pre- 
ſent, like any other weak limb, they can 
endure but little labour at once. Would you 


not have been very ſorry for me when J could 
ſcarcely ſpeak? 


Freſh cantharides were this morning ap- 
plied to my head, and are to be continued 
ſome time longer. If they play me no 
treacherous tricks, they give me very little 
pain. 


Let me have your kindneſs and your 
prayers; and think on me, as on a man who, 
for a very great portion of your life, has done 
you all the good he could, and deſires ſtill to 
be conſidered, 


Madam, | | 
| Your, Ge. 
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LETTER CCCVIIL 


To Mrs. T HR AI. E. 


DEAREST MAD AM, London, July 1, 1783. 


* morning I took the air by a ride to 
_ Hampſtead, and this afternoon I dined 
with the club. But freſh cantharides were 


this day applied to my head. 


Mr. Cator called on me to-day, and told 


that he had invited you back to Streatham. I 


ſhewed the unfitneſs of your return thither, 


till the neighbourhood ſhould have loſt its 


habits of depredation, and he ſeemed to be 
ſatisfied. He invited me very kindly and 
cordially to try the air of Beckenham, and 
pleaſed me very much by his affectionate at- 
tention to Miſs Vezy. There is much good 


in his character, and much uſefulneſs i in his 


knowledge. 


Queeney ſeems now to have forgotten, me. 
Of the different appearance of the hills and 


vallies an account may perhaps be given, 
with- 


ww, 
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without the ſuppoſition of any prodigy. If 
ſhe had been out and the evening was breezy, 
the exhalations would riſe from the low 
grounds very copiouſly; and the wind that 
ſwept and cleared the hills, would only by 


its cold condenſe the vapours of the ſheltered 
vallies. | 


Murphy is juſt gone from me; he viſits 
me very kindly, and I have no unkindneſs to 
complain of. 


I am ſorry that Sir Philip's requeſt was not 
treated with more reſpect, nor can I imagine 
what has put them ſo much out of humour: 
TI hope their buſineſs is proſperous. 


I hope that I recover by degrees, but my 
nights are reſtleſs; and you will ſuppoſe the 
nervous ſyſtem to be ſomewhat enfeebled. 


I am, Madam, 
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LETTER CCCIX. 


* Fo Nr. T HRA LE. 


DEAR MADAM, 1 July 3, 1783. 

R. Brockleſby yeſterday diſmiſſed the 

cantharides, and I can now find a ſoft 
place upon my pillow. Laſt night was cool, 
and I reſted well, and this morning I have 
been a friend at a pottical difficulty. Here is 
now a glimpſe of day-light again; but how 
near is the eyening—none can tel}, and I will 
not prognoſticate; we all know that from 
none of us it can be far diſtant; may none of 
us know this | in vain ! 


I went, as look care to boaſt, on Tueſday, 
to the club, and hear that I was thought to 
have armed as well as uſual. I dined on 
liſh, with the wing of a ſmall Turkey chick, 
and left roaſt beef, gooſe, and veniſon pye 


untouched. I live much on peas, and never 


had them ſo good, for ſo long a time, in any 
year that I can L remember, 


When 
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When do you go to Weymouth? and why 
do you go? only I ſuppoſe to a new place, 
and the reaſon is ſufficient to thoſe who have 
np reaſon to withhold them. 


* * * knows well enough how to live on 
four hundred a year, but where is he to have 


1 any thing of his own un- 
ſettled? | 


I am glad that Mrs. Sheward talks of me, 
and loves me, and have in this ſtill ſcene of 
life great comfort in reflecting that I have 
given very few reaſon to hate me; 1 hope 
ſcarcely any man has known me cloſely but 
for his benefit, or curſorily but to his innocent 
entertainment. Tell me, you that know 
me beſt, whether this be true, that according 

to your anſwer I may continue my practice, 
or try to mend it. 


Along with your kind letter Dhl came 
one likewiſe very kind from the Aſtons at 
Lichfield; but I do not know whether, as 
the ſummer is ſo far advanced, I ſhall travel 
ſo far, though I am not without hopes that 
frequent change of air may fortify me againſt 
the winter, which has been, in modern phraſe, 

of late years very znimical to, 


Madam, Your, Ec. 
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LETTER cccx. 


To Mrs. T HR AL E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, July 5, 1783. 


HAT Dr. * ** 1s offended I am very 
ſorry, but if the ſame ſtate of things 
ſhould recur, I could not do better. Dr. 
Brockleſby is, you know, my neighbour, and 
could be ready at call; he had for ſome time 
very diligently ſolicited my friendſhip : I de- 
pended much upon the {kill of Dr. Heberden, 
and him I had ſeen lately at Brockleſby's. 


| Heberden I could not bear to miſs, Brockleſ- 


by could not decently be miſſed, and to call 
three, had made me ridiculous by the appear- 


ance of ſelf-importance. Mine was one of 


thoſe unhappy caſes in which ſomething muſt 
be wrong. I can only be ſorry. 


have now no Doctor, but am left to ſhift 
for myſelf as opportunity ſhall ſerve. I am 


going next week with * ** to **, where 


I expect not to ſtay long. Eight children in 
a ſmall houſe will probably make a chorus not 


very 
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very diverting. My purpoſe is to change the 
air frequently this ſummer. 


Of the imitation of my ſtile, in a criticiſm 
on Gray's Church-yard, I forgot to make 
mention. The authour is, I believe, utterly 
unknown, for Mr. Steevens cannot hunt him 
out. I know little of it, for though it was 


ſent me I never cut the leaves open. I hada 
letter with it repreſenting it to me as my own 


work ; in ſuch an account to the publick there 


may be humour, but to myſelf it was nei- 
ther ſerious nor comical. I ſuſpect the writer 
to be wrongheaded ; as to the noiſe which it 
makes I have never heard it, and am inclined 
to believe that few attacks either of ridicule or 
invective make much noiſe, but by the help 
of thoſe that they provoke. 


I think Queeney's ſilence has ſomething 


either of lazineſs or unkindneſs; ; and I with 


her free from both, for both are very una- 
miable, and will both increaſe by indulgence. 
Suſy is I believe at a loſs for matter. I ſhall be 
glad to ſee pretty Sophy's production. 


I hope I ſtill continue mending, My or- 


gans are yet feeble. 
| | I am, Madam, 
Nein. es « 
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LETTER CCCXI. 
To Mis SUSANNA THRALE. 


DEAREST MISS sus v, 


Wen you favoured me with your letter; 


you ſeemed to be in want of materials 
to fill it, having met with no great adventures 
either of peril or delight, nor done or ſuffer- 


ed any thing out of the common courſe of 


life. 


When you have lived longer, and conſi- 
dered more, you will find the common courſe 
of life very fertile of obſervation and reflec- 
tion. Upon the common courſe of life muſt 
our thoughts and our converſation be gene- 
rally employed. Our general courſe of life 
muſt denominate us wiſe or fooliſh ; happy 


or miſerable : if it is well regulated we paſs 


on proſperouſſy and ſmoothly; as it is neg- 
lected we live in embarraſſment, perplexity, | 
and uneaſineſs. 


Your time, my love, paſſes, I ſuppoſe, in | 


devotion, reading, work, and company. Of 
your 
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your devotions, in which I earneſtly adviſe 

you to be very punctual, you may not per- 
haps think it proper to give me an account; 

and of work, unleſs I underſtood it better, it 

will be of no great uſe to ſay much; but 
books and company will always ſupply you 

with materials for your letters to me, as I ſhall 

always be pleaſed to know what you are read- 
ing, and with what you are pleaſed; and ſhall 
take great delight in knowing what impreſſion 
new modes or new characters make upon 
you, and to obſerve with what attention you 
diſtinguiſh the tempers, diſpoſitions, and abi- 
lities of your companions. 


A letter may be always made out of the 
books of the morning or talk of the evening; 

and any letters from you, my deareſt, will 
be welcome to 


Your, Oc. 
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LETTER CCCXI. 
To Mrs. THRA LE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, July 8, 1783. 
ny makes great changes of opinion. 

* * * * * ran perpetually after 
in the lifetime of that lady, to whoa he 
lo earneſtly deſired to be reunited in the 
grave. I am glad is not left in po- 


verty, her diſeaſe "Ny to threaten her with 


a full ſhare of 2 


Of Miſs H——, whom you charge me 
with forgetting, I know not why I ſhould 
much foſter the remembrance, - for I can do 
her no good; but I honeſtly recommend her 
to your pity ; for nothing but the opportu- 
nity of emptying her boſom with confidence 


can fave her from madneſs. To know at 
leaſt one mind ſo diſordered is not without 


its uſe ; it ſhows the danger of admitting paſ- 
lively the firſt irruption of irregular i imagina- 


tions. 
Langton 
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Langton and I have talked of paſſing a little 
time at Rocheſter together, till neither knows 


well how to refuſe, though I think he is not 


eager to take me, and I am not deſirous to 

be taken. His family 1s numerous, and his 

houſe little. I have let him know, for his 

relief, that I do not mean to burden him more 

than a week. He is however among thoſe 

who with me well, and would exert what 
power. he has to do me good. 


I think you will do well in going to Wey- 


mouth, for though it be nothing, it is, at 
leaſt to the young ones, a new nothing, and 
they will be able always to tell that they have 


| ſeen Weymouth. I am for the preſent willing 
enough to perſuade myſelf, that a ſhort ſuc- 
ceſſion of trifles may contribute to my re- 


eſtabliſhment, but hope to return, for it 1s 


| ſurely time, to ſomething of importance. 
I am, dear Madam, 


Your, tc. 
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LETTER CCCXUI. 


To Mrs. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR M AD AM, London, July 23, 1783. 


| 1 HAVE been thirteen days at Rocheſter, and 

am juſt now returned. I came back by 
water in a common boat twenty miles for a 
ſhilling, and when I landed at Billingſgate I 
carried my budget myſelf to Cornhill before 
J could get a coach, and was not much in- 
commoded. 


I have had Miſs Suſy" 8 and Miſs Sophy- 8 
letters, and now I am come home can write 
and write. While I was with Mr. Langton we 
took four little journies in a chaiſe, and made 
one little voyage on the Medway, with four 
miſſes and their maid, but they were very 


quiet, 


I am very well, except that my voice ſoon 
faulters, and I have not ſlept well, which # 
imputed to the heat, which has been ſuch as 
I never felt before for ſo long time. Three 

 . 
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days we had of very great heat about ten 
years ago. I infer nothing from it but a 

good harveſt. 


Whether this ſhort ruſtication has done me 
any good I cannot tell, I certainly am not 
worſe, and am very willing to think myſelf 
better. Are you better? Sophy gave but 

a Poor account of you. Do not let your 
mind wear out your body. — 


| Jam, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCCXIV. 
To Miſs SOPHIA THRALE. 
DEAREST MISS SOPHY, | London, July 24, 1783. 


BY an abſence from home, and for one 
reaſon and another, I owe a great num- 


ber of letters, and I affure you that I fit down 


to write yours firſt, Why you ſhould think 


yourſelf not a favourite, I cannot gueſs; my 
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favour will, I am afraid, never be worth 
much ; but be its value more or leſs, you are 
never likely to loſe it, and leſs likely if yop 
continue your ſtudies with the lame diligence 
as you have begun them. 


Your proficience in meh ib not only 
to be commended, but admired, Your maſter 
does not, I .ſuppoſe, come very often, nor 
ſtay very long; yet your advance in the 
ſcience of numbers is greater than is com- 
monly made by thoſe who, for ſo many 
weeks as you have been learning, ſpend ſix 
| Hours a day in the writing ſchool. 


Never think, my Sweet, that you have 
arithmetick enough; when you have exhauſt. 
ed your maſter, buy books. Nothing amuſes 
more harmleſly than computation, and no- 
thing is oftener applicable to real buſineſs or 
ſpeculative enquiriess A thouſand ſtories 
which the ignorant tell, and believe, die 
away at once, when the computiſt takes them 
in his gripe. I hope you will cultivate in 
yourſelf a diſpoſition to numerical enquiries z : 
they will give you entertainment in ſolitude 


by the practice, and reputation in N by 
the effect. 


If 


n 


If you can borrow Wilkins's Real Character, 
a folio, which the bookſeller can perhaps let 
you have, you will have a very curious cal- 
culation, which you are qualified to conſider, 
to ſhew that Noah's ark was capable of hold- 
ing all the known animals of the world, with 
proviſion for all the time in which the earth 
was under water. Let me hear from you 
ſoon again. 


I am, Madam, 
; Tour, c. 


aye X — 


— — 


LETTER CCCXV. 


To Mis SUSANNA THRALE. 


* 


DEAR MISS SUSAN, London, July 26, 1783. 


ANSWER your letter laſt, becauſe it was 
received laſt ; and when I have anſwered it, 

I am out of debt to your houſe. A ſhort 
negligence throws one behind hand. This 
maxim, if you conſider and improve it, will 
be equivalent to your parſon and bird, which 
is however a very good ſtory; as it ſhews 
| 1 how 
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how far gluttony may proceed, which where 
it prevails is I think more violent, and cer. 
tainly more deſpicable, than avarice itſelf. 


Gluttony is, I think, leſs common among 
women than among men. Women com- 
monly eat more ſparingly, and are leſs cu- 
rious in the choice of meat ; but if once you 
find a woman gluttonous, expect from her 
very little virtue. Her mind is enſlaved to 
the loweſt and groſſeſt temptation. 


A friend of mine, who courted a lady of 
whom he did not know much, was adviſed 


to ſee her eat, and if ſhe was voluptuous at 
table, to forſake her. He married her how- 
ever, and in a few weeks came to his adviſer 


with this exclamation,“ It i is the diſturbance 
of my life to ſee this woman eat.” She 
was, as might be expected, ſelfiſh and brutal, 
and after ſome years of diſcord they parted, 
and I believe came together No more. | 


Of men, the examples are ſaſkciently com- 
mon. I had a friend, of great eminence in 
the learned and the witty world, who had 
hung up ſome pots on his wall to furniſh- 
neſts for ſparrows, The poor ſparrows, not 
knowing his character, were ſeduced by the 

con- 
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convenience, and I never heard any man 
ſpeak of any future enjoyment with ſuch con- 
tortions of delight as he exhibited, when he 
talked of eating the young ones. ow 


When you do me the favour to write 
again, tell me ſomething of your ſtudies, 
your work, or your amuſements. | 


I am, Madam, 


Your, Tc. 


, = — — —— 4 


LETTER CCCXVI. 
To' Mr. T HR A 


DE AR MADAM, London, Auguſt 13, 1783. 
7 OUR letter was brought juſt as I was 
complaining that you had forgotten me. 


I am glad that the ladies find ſo much 
novelty at Weymouth. Ovid ſays, that the. 
ſun is undelightfully uniform, They had 
ſome expectation of ſhells, which both by 
their form and colours have a claim to human 
curioſity, Of all the wonders, I have had 

no 
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no account, except that Miſs Thrale ſeems 
pleaſed with your little voyages. 

Sophy mentioned a ſtory which her fiſters 
would not ſuffer her to tell, becauſe they 


would tell it themſelves, but? it ; Has never os... 


been told me. 


Mrs. Ing is, I think, a has 8 1 
of an ancient houſe in Staffordſhire. Of her 
huſband's father, mention is made 1 in the life 
of Ambroſe Philips. | 


Of this world, in which you reprefent me 
as delighting to live, I can ſay little. Since F 


came home I have only been to church, once 


to Burney's, once to Paradiſe's, and once to 


| Reynolds'ss With Burney I ſaw Dr. Roſe, 
his new relation, with whom I have been 


many years acquainted. If I diſcovered no 
reliques of diſeaſe I am glad, but my 8 
trade is fiction. 


T have fince partaken of an epidemical 
_ diſorder, but common evils produce no de- 
jection. 1 
Paradiſe's company, I fancy, diſappointed | 
him ; I remember nobody. With Reynolds 
was the archbiſhop of Tuam, a man coarſe of 


voice and inelegant of language. 
ES I am 
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I am now broken with diſeaſe, without 
We alleviation of familiar friendſhip or do- 
meſtick ſociety; I have no middle ſtate between 
clamour and ſilence, between general con- 
verſation and ſelf-tormenting ſolitude. Levet 
is dead, and poor Williams is making haſte 
to die: I know not if ſhe will ever more come 
out of her chamber. 


I am now quite alone, but let me turn my 
Gs another way. 


I am, Madam, | 


Your, Tc. 


LETTER MON 


To Mrs. * HRA L E. 

MADAM, 5 London, Auguſt 20, 1783. 
HIS has been a day of great emotion; 
the office of the Communion of the Sick 
has been performed! in poor Mrs. Williams's 
chamber. She was too weak to riſe from her 
bed, and is therefore to be ſuppoſed unlikely 
. 1 „„ to 
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to live much longer. She 'has, I hope, little 
violent pain, but is wearing out by torpid 
inappetence and weariſome decay; ; but all 
the powers of her mind are in their full 
vigour, and when ſhe has ſpirits enough for 
converſation, ſhe poſſeſſes all the intellectual 
excellence that ſhe ever had. Surely- this is 
an inſtance of mercy much to be deſired by 
a parting ſoul. 


At home I ſee almoſt all my companions 
dead or dying. At Oxford I have juſt left 
Wheeler, the man with whom 1 moſt de- 
hghted to converſe. The ſenſe of my own 
diſeaſes, and the fight of the world ſinking 
round me, oppreſs me perhaps too much. 
I hope that all theſe admonitions will not be 
vain, and that I ſhall learn to die as dear 
Williams is dying, who was very cheerful 
before and after this aweful ſolemnity, and 
ſeems to reſign herſelf with calmneſs and 
hope upon eternal mercy. 


I read your laſt kind letter with great de- 
light; but when I came to love and honour, 
what ſprung in my mind? How loved, how . 
honoured once, avails thee not. | 


1 fat to Mrs. Reynolds yeſterday for my 
picture, perhaps the tenth time, and I fat 
=» near 


DB. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 303 


near three hours with the patience of mortal 
born to bear; at laſt ſhe declared it quite 
finiſhed , and ſeems to think it fine. I told 
her it was Fohnſoti's grimly ghoſt. It is to be 
engraved, and I think in glided, &c. will 
be a good inſcription. 


I am, Madam, 


Tour, . 


LETTER U 
To Mrs. T H R A L 


DEAR MADAM, London, Auguſt 26, 1783. 
HINGS ſtand with me much as they 
have done for ſome time. Mrs. Williams 

fancies now and then that ſhe grows better, 
but her vital powers appear to be ſlowly 
burning out.. Nobody thinks however that 
' ſhe will very ſoon be quite waſted, and 
as ſhe ſuffers me to be of very little uſe to 
her, I have determined to paſs ſome time 
with Mr. Bowles near Saliſbury, and have 
taken a place for Thurſday. 


4 


Some 
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Some benefit may be perhaps W from 
change of air, ſome from change of company, 
and ſome from mere change of place. It is 
not eaſy to grow well in a chamber where 
one has long been ſick, and where every 
thing ſeen and every perſon ſpeaking revives 
and impreſſes images of pain. Though it be 
that no man can run away from himſelf, he 
may yet eſcape from many cauſes of uſeleſs 
uneaſineſs. That the mind is its own place, 
is the boaſt of a fallen angel that had learned 
to lie. External locality has great effects, 
at leaſt upon all embodied beings. I hope 
this little journey will afford me at leaſt ſome 
ſuſpenſe of melancholy. 


Vou give but an e account of your 
performance at Portland. Your ſcrambling 
days are then over. I remember when no 
Miſs and few Maſters could have left you 
behind, or thrown you out in the purſuit of 
honour or of curioſity. But tempus edax 
rerum, and no way has been yet found to 
draw his teeth. 


Tam, dear Maden, 


Your, &c, 
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LETTER CCCEER 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. 


MY DEAR SIR, Weymouth, Auguſt zo, 1783. 
1 HAD your letter, and am very deſirous that 


change of place may do more for my 


friend than it has done for myſelf; yet I am 
really a little better too, or at leaſt ill 
another way, which makes it nothing more.— 
Variety of wretchedneſs:- my face is at this 


time covered over with a frightful eryſipelas. 


The Portland expedition did not end credit- 


ably to my corporeal powers, which are grown 
very weak indeed; and when I felt myſelf 
on the precipice unable to go forward or 


backward, without that help which I could 
only obtain from a clown upon the hill, my 
mind was in no good humour neither, and if 
I had thought on Mrs. Williams at all I 


ſhould have thought her happier than myſelf 
for ſhe has one companion who wiſhes her 


long life, and ſurely that is one very com- 
fortable thing. _ 
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The ſea here at Weymouth i is not half as 
fine as our old ſea on the Suſſex coaſt, and a 
marine proſpect is at beſt a dull one after the 
firſt week: the ſeaſons have no effect on it; 
and when one has once ſeen it rough and 
once ſeen it ſmooth, all is over; while every 
hour of every day produces ſome change upon 
a land view, and excites new images in any 
mind not totally cruſhed down or exhauſted. 


The look from my window is mighty pretty 


however, and exhibits ſo tranquil a ſcene as 
it is difficult for old Ocean to diſplay. I can 
imagine it like the Lake of Geneva, ſo blue, 
ſo ſtill, ſo elegantly ſerpentized as if Mr. 
Brown had laid il out, In ſhort this is no 
Phenician Neptune whoſe beard is ſaid to 


be longer than the others, becauſe that place 


produced the earlieſt navigators : this ſhall be 
an Otaheite Neptune, and we will ſtrike a 
medal of him all ſhaven and ſhorn, to ſhew 


that no canoe even of the Society Iſlands 


need fear him, though ignorant of the art of 


failing till the world was got into its dotage as 
Goldſmith ſaid, when he made the ſharper 
talk about coſmogony. This nonſenſe came 
into my head as I ſaw a ſailor on horſeback 
this morning, and began thinking what could 
inſpire the ancients to make Neptune the 
- ercator 
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creator of a horſe, for if any thing was ever 
foreign from the purpoſe, that. was foreign, 
or the man that rode under my window 
to-day had grievoully degenerated.— So as 


you ſay, my dear Sir, change of place does 


one ſome good, by giving one ſome new 
thing to think on though but for a moment. 
I adviſed our Miſs H to the ſame re- 
medy, but have a. notion her mind is haunted 
by one particular image; if ſo, nothing will 
cure her; for if the heart be broken *tis 
broken like a looking-glaſs, and the ſmalleſt 
piece will for ever preſerve and reflect the 


fame figure till 'tis again ground down into 
a new mals, 


I told you who were our companions, and 
told you how well I liked them, but at Bath 
I have thoſe who beſt can /engthen and moſt can 
gladden life, To one whois never well, and 
often extremely ill indeed, a place like this, 

deſtitute of medical help, keeps the mind in a 
ſtate of apprehenſion almoſt equal to diſeaſe, 
and if any of the girls ſhould be taken bad 


here (as Sophia ſeems now half inclinable) what 


would become of, Dear Sir, 


'Your faithful ſervant, 
H. Lo THRALE. 


"a I will 
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I will go home now very ſoon, for I am 
miſerably lean, ſo thin indeed that you would 
hardly know me; but flaſhy mortals waſte 
with concentrated miſery like the diamond in 


your burning-glafs: patience more perfect 


and excellence more complete would come 
out from the trial undiminiſhed like the pure 
gold: — but ſuch virtue muſt be long prayed 
for and late obtained. 


ER CCCEAX. - 
To Mis SUSANNA THRALE. 
D k AR MISS, Septdmber 9, 1783. 
1 au glad that you and your ſiſters have 


been at Portland. You now can tell what 
is a quarry and what is a cliff. Take all 


opportunities of filling your mind with ge- 
nuine ſcenes of nature: deſcription is always 


fallacious, at leaſt till you have ſeen realities 
you cannot know it to be true. This ob- 


ſervation might be extended to life, but life 


cannot be ſurveyed with the ſame ſafety as 
nature, and it is better to know vice and 


folly 


282 


| Dun. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 309 
folly by report than by experience. A painter, 
ſays Sydney, mingled in the battle that he 
might know how to paint it; but his know- 
ledge was uſeleſs, for ſome niſin ſword 
took away his head. They whole ſpeculation 
upon characters leads them too far into the 
world, may loſe that nice ſenſe of good and 
evil by which characters are to be tried. Ac- 
quaint yourſelf therefore both with the pleaſ- 
ing and the terrible parts of nature, but in 14 
life wiſh to know only the good. | | is \ fl 


Pray ſhew Mamma this paſſage of a letter | It! 
from Dr. Brockleſbpy: * Mrs. Williams, from | 
e mere inanition, has at length paid the great 
mM debt to nature, about three o'clock this 
“ morning, (Sept. 6.) She died without a 

e ſtruggle, retaining her faculties entire to 
< the very laſt, and as ſhe expreſſed it, having 

„ ſet her houſe in order, was prepared to 
« feave it at the laſt ſummons of nature.” 


* 


I do not now lay any thing more than that 
1 am, 


he deareſt, 
Your, &e, 
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LETTER CCCXXI 
To Mr. T HR A I. E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Sept. 22, 1783. 
H PPY are you that have eaſe and leiſure to 
want intelligence of air-ballons, Their 
exiſtence is I believe indubitable ; but I know 
not. that they can poſſibly be of any uſe. The 
conſtruction is this. The chymical philoſo- 


phers have diſcovered a body (which I have 


forgotten, but will enquire) which, diſſolved 
by an acid, emits a vapour lighter than the 


atmoſpherical air. This vapour is caught, 


among other means, by tying a bladder, 
compreſſed upon the bottle in which the diſ- 
ſolution is performed; the vapour rifing 
ſwells the bladder, and fills it. 'The bladder 


is then tied and removed, and another ap- 


plied, till as much of this light air is collected 
as is wanted, Then a large ſpherical caſe is 
made, and very large it muſt be, of the 
lighteſt matter than can be found, ſecured by 
ſome method, like that of oiling ſilk, againſt 
all paſſage of air. Into this are emptied all 
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the bladders of light air, and if there is light 
air enough it mounts into. the clouds, upon 
the ſame principle as a bottle filled with water 
will fink in water, but a bottle filled with 
zther would float. It riſes till it comes to air 
of equal tenuity with its own, if wind or 
water does not ſpoil it on the way. ouch, 
Madam, is an air ballon. 


Meteors have been this autumn very often 


ſeen, but I have never been in their way. 


Poor Williams has I hope ſeen the end of | 


her afffictions. She acted with prudence and 
ſhe bore with fortitude. She has left me. 


Thou thy weary taſk haſt done, 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages. 


Had ſhe had good humour and prompt 
elocution, her univerſal curioſity and com- 
prehenſive knowledge would have made her 
the delight of all that knew her. She left 
her little to your charity ſchool. 


The complaint about which you enquire is 
a ſarcocele: I thought it a hydrocele, and 
heeded it but little. Puncture has detected 


the miſtake: it can be ſafely ſuffered no longer. 
Upon inſpection three days ago it was de- 


PL. X 4 termined 
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termined extrema ventura. If exciſion ſhould 
be delayed there is danger of a gangrene. 
You would not have me for fear of pain 
periſh in putreſcence. I ſhall I hope, with 


truſt in eternal mercy, lay hold of the pot- 


ſibility of life which yet remains. My health 
is not bad; the gout is now trying at my 


feet. My appetite and digeſtion are good, 
and my ſleep better than formerly: I am not 


dejected, and I am not feeble, There is 


however danger enough in ſuch operations at 
ſeventy- four. 


Let me have your prayers and thoſe of the 
young dear people. 


I am, dear Madam, 
Your, WG. 


Write ſoon and often. 
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L E. T TE R MN 
To Mr. T HRA L. E. 


c London, OA. 6, 1783. 
ym I mall give a good and ſettled 
| account of my health I cannot venture 


to ſay; ſome account I am ready to give, 


becauſe I am . to find that you den 
it. . 7 


» 


4 yet fi without ſhoes, with my foot upon 
A x pillow, but my pain and weakneſs are much 
abated, and I am no longer crawling upon 
two ſticks. To the gout my mind is recon- 
ciled by another letter from Mr. Mudge, in 
which he vehemently urges the exciſion, and 
tells me that the gout will ſecure me from 
every thing paralytick: if this be true, Iam 
ready to ſay to the arthritick nn Deb! 
venite ogne e di, durate un anno. 


My phyſician in ordinary is Dr. Brock- 
leſby, who comes almoſt every day; my 
ſurgeon in Mr. Pott's abſence is Mr. Cruik- 
ank, the * reader in Dr. Hunter's 
ſchool. 
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ſchool. Neither of them however do much 
more than look and talk. The general health 


of my body is as good as you have ever 
known it, almoſt as good as I can remember. 


The carriage which you ſuppoſed made 
rough by my weakneſs was the common 
Saliſbury ſtage, high hung, and driven to 
Saliſbury in a day. I was not fatigued. 


Mr. Pott has been out of town, but I ex- 
pect to ſee him foon, and will then tell you 

| ſomething of the main affair, of which there 
ſeems now to be a better proſpect. 


1 | Ihis afternoon I have given to Mrs. 
7 Cholmondely, Mrs. Way, Lady Sheffield's 
relation, Mr. Kinderſley the deſcriber of 
Indian manners, and another anonymous lady. 


As Mrs. Williams received a penſion from 
| Mrs. Montagu, it was fit to notify her death. 
| The account has brought me a letter not only 

17," 43 % civil but tender; ; ſo I hope peace is pro- 


ö emits 4. 4 22 
d eee an claimed. 
| 1 } 892 9 e. E. | | | 
h 22 EY ne The ſtate of the Stocks I take to be this: 
| wh vas or 
, 2 757: When in the late exigencies the miniſtry 


Ele a. Ang gave ſo high a price for money, all the money 

12 ina that could be diſengaged from trade was lent 

ee * 1 to 

Fo a4 well, ov _ | | ; 
WY "OI pn, 
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to | the publick. The ſtocks ſunk becauſe. 
nobody bought them. They have not riſen 
ſince, becauſe the money beiag already lent 
out, nobody has money to lay out upon them 
till commerce ſhall by the help of peace bring 
a new ſupply. If they cannot riſe, they will 
ſometimes fall; for their eſſence ſeems to be 
fluctuation; but the preſent ſudden fall is oc- 
caſioned by the report of ſome new diſturb- 
ances and demands which the Iriſh are machi- 
: nating. 


I am, Madam, 


8 


LETTER cccxxII. 


To Mrs, THRALE, 


London, October 9, 1 783. 


T0 nights ago Mr. Burke ſat with me a 
long time; he ſeems much pleaſed with 

his journey. We had both ſeen Stonehenge 
this ſummer for the firſt time. I told him 


that 


nr ns i 
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that the view had enabled me to confute two 
opinions which have been advanced about it. 
One, that the materials are not natural ſtones, 
_ . but an artificial compoſition hardened by time. 
. This notion is as old as Camden's time; and 
5 has this ſtrong argument to ſupport it, that 
4 ſtone of that ſpecies is no where to be found. 

The other opinion, advanced by Dr. Charlton, 

is, that it was erected by the Danes. 


4 | Mr. Bowles made me obſerve, that the 
1 tranſverſe ſtones were fixed on the perpendi- 
cular ſupporters by a knob formed on the top 
al. - . of the upright ſtone, which entered into a hol- 
**# low cut in the croſſing ſtone. This is a proof 


4 | that the enormous edifice was raiſed by a 
it | people who had not yet the knowledge of 
[1 \ mortar; which cannot be ſuppoſed of the 


WE Danes who came hither in ſhips, and were not 
| ignorant certainly of the arts of life. This 
| proves likewiſe the ſtones not to be factitious; 

| for they that could mould ſuch durable maſſes 

could do much more than make mortar, and 
ml 1 | could have continued the tranſverſe from the 
k | : upright part with the ſame paſte. 


You have doubtleſs ſeen Stonehenge, and 
if you have not, I ſhould think it a hard taſk 
to make an adequate deſcription, 

. 8 It 
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It is, in my opinion, to be referred to the 
earlieſt habitation of the Iſland, as a Druidical 
monument of at leaſt two thouſand years; 
probably the moſt ancient work of man upon 
the Iſland. Saliſbury cathedral and its neigh- 
bour Stonehenge, are two eminent monu- 
ments of art and rudeneſs, and may ſhow the 
firſt eſſay, and the laſt perfection, in archi- 
tecture. | ; 


J have not yet ſettled my thoughts about 
the generation of light air, which I indeed 
-once ſaw produced, but I was at the height 
of my great complaint. I have made enquiry, 
and ſhall ſoon be able to tell you how to fill a 
ballon. | 


Tam, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


* 
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LETTER CCCXXIV.' 
'To Mrs. THRALE. 
DEAR MADAM, London, Oftober 21, 1184. 


I HAVE formerly heard, what you perhaps 
have heard too, that— 


The wheel of life is daily turning round, 
And nothing in this world of certainty is found, 


When in your letter of the eleventh, you 


told me that my two letters had obliged, 


conſoled, and delighted you, I was much ele- 
vated, and longed for a larger anſwer ; but 


when the anſwer of the nineteenth came, I 


found that the obliging, conſolatory, and de- 


lightful paragraphs had made ſo little impreſ- 


ſion, that you want again to be told what 


thoſe papers were written to tell you, and of 
what I can now tell you nothing new. I am 


as I was; with no pain and little inconve- 
nience from the great complaint, and feeling 
nothing from the gout but a little 2 — 
and weakneſs. 


Phy {i= 
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Phyſiognomy, as it is a Greek word, ought 
to ſound the G: but the French and Italians, 
I think, ſpell it without the G; and from 
them perhaps we learned to pronounce it. 
G, I think, is ſounded in formal, and ſunk in 
familiar language. - 


Mr. Pott was with me this morning, and 
nil continues his diſinclination to fire and 
word. The operation is therefore {till ſuf- 


pended; not without hopes of relief from ſome 
eaſter and more natural way. 


Mrs. Porter the tragedian, with whom 
ſpent part of his earlier life, was ſo 
much the favourite of her time, that ſhe was 
welcomed on the ſtage when ſhe trod it by 
the help of a ſtick. She taught her pupils no 
violent graces; for ſhe was a woman of very 
gentle and ladylike manners, though without 


much extent of knowledge, or activity of un- 
derſtanding. 


Lou are now retired, and have nothing to 
impede ſelf- examination or (ſelf-improvement. 
Endeavour to reform that in of atten- Ar A Ko 


® 12 4 1 
tion which your laſt letter has happened to- yo 


* 
betray. Perhaps it is natural for thoſe that 2 


have much within to think little on things 
without; but whoever lives heedleſsly lives 


- | al but 
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but in a miſt, perpetually deceived by falſe 
appearances of the paſt, without any certain 
reliance on recollection. Perhaps this begins 
to be my ſtate; but I have not done my part 
very ſluggiſhly, if it now begins. 


The hour of ſolitude is now come, and 
Williams is gone. But I am not, I hope, im- 
properly dejected. A little 1 read, and alittle 
I think. | 


IJ am, Oc. 


LETTER CCCXXV. 


To Mrs. 1 H R A L E. 


Cad as 1 London, October 27, 1 
| "a may be very reaſonably weary of ſick- 


neſs; it is neither pleaſant to talk nor to 


hear of it. I hope ſoon to loſe the diſguſting 


topick; for 1 have now neither pain nor ſick- 
neſs. My ancles are weak, and my feet ten- 
der. I have not tried to walk much above a 
hundred yards, and was glad to come back 


upon wheels. The Doctor and Mr. Metcalf 
have 


4 . 1 
e. 4 
* INE «It. a 
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have taken me out. I ſleep uncertainly and 
unſeaſonably. This is the ſum of my com- 
plaint. I have not been ſo well for two years 
paſt, The great malady 1s neither heard, 
ſeen, felt, nor underſtood. But I am very 
F ſolitary. 


Semperque relinqui 
Sola ſibi, ſemper longam incomitata videtur 
Ire viam. 


But I have begun to look among my books, 
and hope that I am all, whatever tw was, 
which I have ever been. 


Mrs. Siddons in her viſit to me behaved 
with great modeſty and propriety, and left 
nothing behind her to be cenſured or deſpiſed. 
Neither praiſe nor money, the two powerful 
corrupters of mankind, ſeem to have depraved 
her. I ſhall be glad to ſee her again. Her 
brother Kemble calls on me, and pleaſes me 
very well. Mrs. Siddons and I talked of 
plays; and ſhe told me her intention of ex- 
hibiting this winter the characters of Con- 
ſtance, Catherine, and Iſabella in Shake- 
ſpeare. 


I have had this day a letter from Mr. 


Mudge; who, with all his earneſtneſs for ope- 
Vol. II. T T 
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ration, thinks it better to wait the effects of 
time, and, as he ſays, to let well alone. TO 
this the patient naturally inclines, though I am 
afraid of having the knife yet to endure when 
I can bear it leſs. . Cruickſhank was even now 
in doubt of the event; but Pott, though never 
_ eager, had, or diſcovered, leſs fear. 


If I was a little. croſs, would it not have 
made patient Griſel croſs, to find that you had 
forgotten the letter that you was anſwering ? 
But what did I care, if I did not love you? 


You need not fear that another ſhould get my 


| kindneſs from you; that kindneſs which you 
could not throw away if you tried, you ſurely 
cannot loſe while you deſire to keep it. 


I am, 


Madam, Your, Ge. 


I have a letter ſigned 8. A. Thrale ; I take 
S. A. to be Miſs Sophy : but who is bead to 
recollect initials ? A name ſhould be written, 
if not fully, yet ſo that it cannot be miſtaken. 
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LETTER CCCXXVI. 
| To Mr. THRALE 
MADAM, | London, Nov. 1, 1783. 


* will naturally wiſh to know what was 
done by the robbers at the brewhouſe. 
They climbed by the help of the lamp iron 
to the covering of the door, and there open- 
ing the window, which was never faſtened, 
entered and went down to the parlour, and 
took the plate off the ſideboard; but being in 
haſte, and probably without 10 they did 
not take it all. They then unlocked the ſtreet- 
door, and locking it again, carried away the 
key. The whole loſs, as Mr. Perkins told me, 
amounts to near fifty pounds. 


Mr. Pott bade me this day take no more 
care about the tumour. The gout too is al- 
moſt well in ſpite of all the luxury to which 
my friends have tempted me by a ſucceſſion 
of pheaſants, partridges, and other delicacies. 
But Nature has got the better. I hope to walk 
to church to-morrow. 


. An 
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An air ballon has been lately procured by 
our virtuoſi, but it performed very little to 
their expeCtation. 


The air with which theſe balls are filled, is 
procured by diſſolving filings in the vitriolick 
(or J ſuppoſe ſulphureous) acid; but the ſmoke 
of burnt ſtraw may be uind though its levity 
is not ſo great. 


If a caſe could de found at once light- and 
ſtrong, a man might mount with his will, and 
go whither the winds would carry him. The 
caſe of the ball which came hither was of 
goldbeaters ſkin. The caſes which have hi- 
therto been uſed are apparently defective, for 
the ball came to the ground; which they 
could never do, unleſs there were ſome breach 
made. 


How old is the boy that likes Rambler bet- 
ter than apples and pears? 


I ſhall be glad of Miſs Sophy's letter, and 
will ſoon write to S. A.; who, ſince ſhe is not 
Sophy, muſt be Suſy. Methinks it is long 
lince I onal from Queeney. | 


I am, E 
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LETTER CCCXXVIL 
To Mrs. THR A L E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, Nov. 13, 1783. 


. have written to me with the 
FX attention and tenderneſs of ancient time, 
your letters give me a great part of the plea- 
ſure which a life of ſolitude admits. You 
will never beſtow any ſhare of your good will 
on one who deſerves better. Thoſe that have 
loved longeft love beſt. A ſudden blaze of 
kindneſs may by a fingle blaſt of coldneſs be 
extinguiſhed, but that fondneſs which length 
of time has connected with many circum- 
ſtances, and occaſions, though it may for a 
while be ſuppreſſed by diſguſt or reſentment, 
with or without a cauſe, 1s hourly revived by 
accidental recollection. To thoſe that have 
lived long together, every thing heard and 
every thing ſeen, recals ſome pleaſure com- 
municated, or ſome benefit conferred, ſome 
petty quarrel, or ſome {light endearment. 
Eſteem of great powers,. or amiable qualities 

OD © newly 
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newly diſcovered, may embroider a day or a 
week, but a friendſhip of twenty years is inter- 
woven with the texture of life. A friend may 
be often found and loſt, but an old friend 
never can be found, and Nature has provided 
that he cannot ealily be loſt, 


L have not forgotten the Davenants, though 
they ſeem to have forgotten me. I began 
very early to tell them what they have com- 

monly found to be true. I am ſorry to hear 

of their building. I have always warned thoſe 
whom I loved, againſt that mode of oſtenta- 
tious waſte, 


You ſeem to mention Lord Kilmurrey as a 
ſtranger. We were at his houſe in Cheſhire; 
and he one day dined with Sir Lynch. What 

he tells of the epigram is not true, but perhaps 
he does not know it to be falſe. Do not you 
remember how he rejoiced in having no park? 
he could not diſoblige his neighbours by ſend- 
ing them 10 veniſon. 


The ney of death, to thoſe who look 
upon it in the leiſure of Arcadia, is very dread- 
ful. We all know what it ſhould teach us; 
let us all be diligent to learn, Lucy Porter 
has loſt her brother. But whom I have loſt 
= —let 
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et me not now remember. Let not your 4. + m» 


loſs be added to the mournful catalogue. 8 1 1 ms 


Ate 2 * 
Write ſoon again to made Joln lelle. e 


a 


Your, TT. 


LETTER CCCXXVIII. 

To Miſs 8. A. HN 2 
DE AR MISS, Nov. 18, 1783. | 
=: is a whole week, and nothing heard 

from your houſe. Baretti ſaid what a 4 ae N . 
wicked houſe it would be, and a wicked houſe ., ©, ** 
| Re Hh fake i, 
it is. Of you however I have no complaint -; 
to make, for I owe you a letter. Still I live „ 
here by my own ſelf, and have had of late 4: of Li: 
very bad nights; but then I have had a pig - 
to dinner, which Mr. Perkins gave me. Thus | — - 
life is chequered. 


I cannot tell you much news, becauſe I ſee 
nobody that you know. Do you read the 
Tatlers? They are part of the books which 
every body ſhould read, becauſe they are the 


Y4 + nn 
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ſources of converſation, therefore make them 


part of your library. Bickerſtaff, in the Tat- 
ler, gives as a ſpecimen of familiar letters, an 


account of his cat. I could tell you as good 


things of Lily the white kitling, who is now 
at full growth, and very well behaved; but I 
do not ſee why we ſhould deſcend below hu- 
man beings, and of one human being I can 
tell fomething that you will like to hear. 


A friend, whoſe name TI will tell when your 
Mamma has tried to gueſs it, ſent to my phy- 
ſician to enquire whether this long train of 
illneſs had brought me into any difficulties for 


want of money, with an invitation to ſend to 


him for what occaſion required. I ſhall write 


this night to thank him, having no need to 


borrow. 


I have ſeen Mr. Seward ſince his return 
only once; he gave no florid account of my 


4.4 as miſtreſs's health. Tall her that I hearken 
fo looſe; onto — __ 
a fred of Ke. every day after a letter from her, and do not 
| le 3D ns A. e, be long before you write yourſelf to, 
Sen u- eff, 


. dear, 
Your, ©. 


aA, 
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i 
L E T T RR UU | | i 
To Mrs. THIN | 


DE AR MADAM, London, Nov. 20, 1783. ih 


1 BEGAN to grieve and wonder that I had no If 
letter, but not being, much accuſtomed to 1 9 
fetch in evil by circumſpection or anticipa- N 
tion, did not ſuſpect that the omiſſion had ſo 
dreadful a cauſe as the ſickneſs of one of my 
dears. As her phyſician thought ſo well of 
her when you wrote, I hope ſhe is now out 
of danger. You do not tell me her diſeaſe ; 
and perhaps have not been able yourſelf fully 
to underſtand it. I hope it is not of the ce- 
| phalick race. „ 


That frigid ſtillneſs with l my pretty 
Sophy melts away, exhibits a temper very in- 
commodious in ſickneſs, and by no means 
amiable in the tenour of life. Incommuni- 
cative taciturnity neither imparts nor invites ©5 
friendſhip, but repoſes on a ſtubborn ſuffi- 
ciency ſelf- centered, and neglects the inter- 


change 
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change of that ſocial officiouſneſs by which we 
are habitually endeared to one another. They 
that mean to make no uſe of friends, will be 
at little trouble to gain them; and to be with- 
out friendſhip, is to be without one of the 
firſt comforts of our preſent ſtate. To have 
no aſſiſtance from other minds, in reſolving 
doubts, in appeaſing ſcruples, in balancing de- 
liberations, is a very wretched deſtitution. 
If therefore my loves have this ſilence by tem- 


per, do not let them have it by principle; 
ſhow them that it is a perverſe and inordinate 


diſpoſition, which muſt be counteracted and 
reformed, Have I ſaid enough? 


Poor Dr. Taylor repreſents himſelf as ill ; 
and I am afraid is worſe than in the ſummer, 


My nights are very bad; but of the ſarcocele 


I have now little but the memory. 


L I am, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 
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LETTER cccxxX. 
To Mrs. T H R A L. E. 


DEAR MADAM, | London, Nov. 24, 178 3. 

loſt, hopes. If the diſtreſs of my dear 
little girl keep me anxious, I have much con- 
ſolation from the maternal and domeſtick cha- 
racer of your dear letters. 


I do not much fear her pretty life, becauſe 
ſcarcely any body dies of her diſorder ; but it 
is an unpromiſing entry upon a new period 
of life: and there is, I ſuſpect, danger leſt ſhe 


ſhould have to ſtruggle for ſome years with a 


tender, irritable, and as it is not very properly 


called, a nervous conſtitution. But we will 


hope better; and pleaſe ourſelves with think- 
ing that nature, or phyſick, will gain a com- 
plete victory; that dear Sophy will quite re- 
cover, and that ſhe and her fiſter will love 
one another one degree more for having felt 
and excited pity, for having wanted and given 
help. _ | | 


_ res 


6 2 poſt came in late to-day, and I had 
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I received yeſterday from your phyſicians a 
note, from which I received no information; 
they put their heads together to tell me no- 
thing. Be pleaſed to write punctually your- 
ſelf, and leave them to their trade. Let me 
have * every poſt till my dear Sophy 
is better. 


My nights are often very crondiafiime, ſo 
that I try to ſleep in the day. The old con- 
vulfions of the cheſt have a mind to faſten 
their fangs again upon me. I am afraid that 
winter will pinch me. But I will firuggle 
with it, and hope to * out . againſt heat 
and cold, 


I am, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCCXXXI. 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MAD AM, London, Nov. 27, 1783. 
I HAD to-day another trifling letter from the 
phyſicians. Do not let them fill your mind 


with terrours which perhaps they bave not in 
their 
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their own; neither ſuffer yourſelf to fit form- 
ing compariſons between Sophy and her dear 
father; between whom there can be no other 
reſemblance, than that of ſickneſs to ſickneſs. 
_ Hyſtericks and apoplexies have no relation. 
Hyſtericks commonly ceaſe at the times when 
apoplexies attack; and very rarely can be ſaid 
to ſhorten life. They are the bugbears of diſ- 
eaſe, of great terrour but little danger. 


Mrs. Byron. has been with me to-day to 
enquire after Sophy; I ſent her away free 
from the anxiety which ſhe brought with 
her. | 


Do however what the Doctors order; they 
know well enough what is to be done. My 
pretty Sophy will be well; and Bath will ring 
with the great cure. 


I am, Oc. 
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LETTER CCOXXXIL 
To Mrs. T H R A L K. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Nov. 29, 1783. 


= life of my dear, ſweet, pretty, lovely, 75 

delicious Miſs Sophy is ſafe; let us re- 

turn thanks to the great Giver of exiſtence, 

and pray that her continuance amongſt us 

may be a bleſſing to herſelf and to thoſe that 
love her. Multos et felices, my dear girl. 


* 


Now ſhe is recovered, ſhe muſt write me a 
little hiſtory of her ſufferings, and impart her 
ſchemes of ſtudy and improvement. Life, to 

be worthy of a rational being, muſt be al- 
— ways in progreſſion; we muſt always purpoſe 
to do more or better than in time paſt, The 
mind 1s enlarged and elevated by mere pur- 
poſes, though they end as they begin by airy 
contemplation. We compare and D 7 
we do not practiſe. 


She will go back to her arithmetick again; 
a ſcience which will always delight her more, 
1 1 . 
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as by advancing further ſhe diſcerns more of | 
its uſe, and a ſcience ſuited to Sophy's eaſe of 
mind; for you told in the laſt winter that 


ſhe loved metaphyſicks more than romances. 
Her choice is certainly as laudable as it is un- 


common ; but I would have her like what is 
good i in wack 


God bleſs you and your children; ſo ſays, 


Dear Madam, 
Your old Friend. 


LETTER S? 
Mrs. T H RAL E to Dx. JOHNSON. 


| Nov. 31, 1783. 

1 AM very ill indeed, my dear Sir, but our 

pretty Sophy being now ſo ear at leaſt to 
recovery my fingers are grown more ſteady, 
and I will endeavour to write without agi- 
tation once again. She has had a ſevere 
illneſs ; ſo ſevere, that few men however wiſe 
or Wong would have endured it with greater 
reſolution. The ſullen courage you ſpeak of 
a the letter dated twenty is n not 


pleaſing; 
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pleaſing ; but the more one lives on to ſee 


ſoftneſs ſeduced, flexibility deſpiſed, and gen- 
tleneſs inſulted, the more contentedly one 
bears with a diſpoſition ſo different from one's 
own. There is a good deal of body too in 
all this; a good deal of this temper I mean 
ſeems connected with corporeal cauſes, and 
cephalick diſorders ſeem to haunt people of 


that turn more than others ; who though they 


may be tortured by various maladies, are ſel- 
dom afflicted with thoſe dreadful headachs 
that enchain the faculties, as if by magick, 
and render complaint nearly as difficult as 
recovery. Sophia will return to her ſtudy of 


arithmetick in proper time; it appears to me 


a ſtudy well ſuited to one who has a diſtaſte 


of fiction becauſe it reſembles falſehood. If 


— 


truth can be found in any ſublunary ſcience, 


numbers will produce it, for to that at 


laſt almoſt all other ſciences refer for con- 
firmation. 


* 
—— — 


m 


Were the mother as likely to enjoy life and 
health again as the daughter is, we would 


perhaps ſtruggle to obtain the advantage of 


Mr. Herſchel's acquaintance. This famous 
aſtronomer, whoſe diſcoveries, or whoſe hope 
of future diſcoveries begin to fill the mouths 


* 
i 
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of our Bath talkers, and I fancy my friend Mrs. 
Lewis could introduce me, though God knows 

ſhe as well as myſelf have nearer concerns to 
| puzzle about than lunar ones; and indeed when 
I think upon the deſperate ſtate of oblivion into 
which are fallen the wonders promiſed by 
Helvetius, and that /e/enograpby which I believe 
procured him a penſion too from Lewis the 
Fourteenth, my heart recoils at the name of 

aſtronomical diſcoveries, and trembles left the 
| ſtar of King George ſhould in ſome future age 
be conſigned to keep company with the firma- 
ment of John Sobieſki. In the mean time who 
can help ſmiling at the expreſſions uſed by 
Derham, Ray, and others, who write on theſe 
ſubjects, and fancy they are exalting the glory 
of God when they tell us, in what a wwork- 
man-like manner he has made the world, &c.? 
You hate all notion of national character I 
| know, yet tis difficult to deny that none but 
a true Briton could think in ſuch a manner 
when praiſing his Creator; as it is impoſſible 
not to diſcern the Frenchman in archbiſhop 
Fenelon's latter converſations when he ſays, 
Si ' aurai l honneur de voir Dieu je ne man- 
querai gueres de lui raccommander bien Pame 
du Roi de France. I have not his life with 
Vol., II. Z. me 
4 | * 


38 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


me here, but have a notion thoſe are the very 
words. 


You will not ſuſpe& me of wanting reſpect 
for theſe worthies: what chriſtian lives who 
can refuſe his reverence to Cambray's piety 
or Derham's learning? but you will have me 
write, and I am miſerably ill, very peeviſh 
and very perverſe, and twere better you 
quarrelled with me about departed philo- 
ſophers, than that you accuſed me of wanting 
good-will towards you, of whom no perſon 

living can think more highly than does, 


Dear Sir, 
Your faithful humble Servant, 


H. L. THRALE. 


The Girls will write ſoon and tell you all our 
conjectures. 
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LETTER CCCXXSIV. 
70 " Mrs. --'F HEAL E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Dec. 13, 1783. ; 


I THINK it long fince I wrote, and ſome- 
times venture to hope that you think it 
long too. The intermiſſion has been filled 
with ſpaſms, opiates, ſleepleſs nights, and 
heavy days. Theſe vellications of my breaſt 
ſhorten my breath; whether they will much 
ſhorten my life I know not, but I have been 


for ſome time paſt very comfortleſs. My 
friends here ever continue kind, and much 
notice is taken of me. 


I had two pretty letters from Suſy and 
Sophy, to which I will ſend anſwers, for they 
are two dear girls. Lou muſt all gueſs again 
at my friend. | 


I dined about a fortnight ago with three old 
friends; we had not met together for thirty 
years, and one of us.thought the other grown 
very old. In the thirty years two of our ſet 
y Py have 


8 8 , 
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have died: our meeting may be ſuppoſed to 
be ſomewhat tender. I boaſted that I had 
paſſed the day with three friends, and that no 
mention had been made among any of us of 
the air ballon, which has taken full poſ- 
ſeſſion, with a very good claim, of every 
philoſophical mind and mouth, Do you not 
with for the flying coach? 


Take care of your own health, compoſe 
your mind, and you have yet ſtrength of 
body to be well. 


I am, Madam, 
Your, oc, 


TY _ = | 


* 


LETTER COCCXXEXV, 
To Mis. T HR AL. E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Dec. 27, 1783. 
HE weariſome ſolitude of the long even- 


ings did indeed ſuggeſt to me the con- 
venience of a club in my neighbourhood, but 
I have been hindered from attending it by 
want of breath. If I can complete the ſcheme, 


you ſhall have the names and the regulations. 
The 
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The time of the year, for J hope the fault 
is rather in the weather than in me, has been 
very hard upon me. The muſcles of my 
breaſt are much convulſed. Dr. Heberden 
recommends opiates, of which I have ſuch 
horrour that I do not think of them but 12 
extremicg. I was however driven to them laſt 
night for refuge, and having taken the uſual 
quantity durſt not go to bed, for fear of that 
uneaſineſs to which a ſupine poſture expoſes 
me, but reſted all night in a chair with much 
relief, and have been to-day more warm, 
active, and cheerful. 


You have more than once wondered at my 
complaint of ſolitude, when you hear that I 
am crowded with viſits. Inopem me copia fecit. 
Viſitors are no proper companions in the 
chamber of ſickneſs, They come when 1 
could ſleep or read, they ſtay till I am weary, 
they force me to attend when my mind calls 
for relaxation, and to ſpeak when my powers 
will hardly actuate my tongue. The amuſe- 
ments and conſolations of languor and depreſ- 
ſion are conferred by familiar and domeſtick 
companions, which can be viſited or called at 
will, and can occaſionally be quitted or dif- 
miſſed, who do not obſtruct accommodation 

2 3 D by 
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by ceremony, or deſtroy indolence by awaken- 
ing effort. 


Such ſociety I had with Levet and Wil. 
liams; ſuch I had where I am never likely 
to have it more. | 


I with, dear "WY to you and my dear 
girls many a cheerful and pious Chriſtmas, 


Iam; 


TETTER CCCXXXVI, 
To Mn. T HRA L E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Dec. 31, 1783. 


13 you cannot gueſs, I will tell you that 
the generous man was Gerard Hamilton. 


I returned him a very thankful and reſpectful 


letter. 


Your enquiry about Lady Carliſle I cannot 
anſwer, for I never ſaw her, unleſs perhaps 
without knowing her at a converſation, 


Sir 
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Sir Joſhua has juſt been here, and Knows 
nothing of Miſs Bingham ; if one of Lord 
Lucan's daughters be meant, the eldeſt is now 
Lady Spencer; the is languiſhing in France 
with a diſeaſed leg, and the third is a child. 

Pray fend the letter which you think will 
divert me, for I have much need of enter- 
tainment ; ſpiritleſs, infirm, ſleepleſs and ſo- 
litary, looking back with ſorrow and forward 

with terrour :—but I will ſtop. 


Barry of Ireland had a notion that a man's 
pulſe wore him out ; my beating breaft wears 
out me. The phyſicians yeſterday covered 
it with a bliſter, of which the effect cannot 
yet be known. Good God proſper their 
endeavonrs! Heberden is of opinion that 


. while the weather is oppreſſive we muſt N 
liate. 


In the mean time I am well fed; I have 
now in the houſe pheaſant, veniſon, turkey 
and ham, all unbought. Attention and re- 
ſpect give pleaſure, however late or however 
uſeleſs. But they are not uſeleſs when they 
are late; it is reaſonable to rejoice, as the day 
dectines, to find that it has been ſpent with 
the approbation of mankind, 
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by ceremony, or deſtroy indolence by awaken- 

ing effort. 

Such ſociety I had with Levet and Wil- 

liams ; ſuch I had where—I am never likely 
to have it more. | | 


I with, dear Lady, to you and my dear 
girls many a cheerful and pious Chriſtmas, 
I am, 


Your, tc. 


LETTER CCCXXRVI. 
To Mrs. THRATL E. 


| DEAR MADAM, London, Dec. 31, 1783. 
—— you cannot gueſs, I will tell you that 
the generous man was Gerard Hamilton. 


I returned him a very thankful and reſpectful 
letter. 


Your enquiry about Lady Carliſle I cannot 
anſwer, for I never ſaw her, unleſs perhaps 
without knowing her at a converſation. 


Sir 
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Sir Joſhua has juſt been here, and knows 
nothing of Miſs Bingham; if one of Lord 
Lucan's daughters be meant, the eldeſt is now 
Lady Spencer; the is languiſhing in France 
with a diſeaſed leg, and the third is a child. 


Pray fend the letter which you think will 
divert me, for I have much need of enter- 
tainment ; fpiritleſs, infirm, fleepleſs and ſo- 
litary, looking back with forrow and forward 
with terrour :—but I will ſtop. 


Barry of Ireland had a notion that a man's 

| pulſe wore him out; my beating breaſt wears 
out me. The relies yeſterday covered 
it with a bliſter, of which the effect cannot 
yet be known. Good God profper their 


endeavonrs! Heberden is of opinion that 


while the weather is oppreſſive we muſt pals 
- Nate. - 


In the mean time I am well fed ; I have 
now in the houſe pheaſant, . turkey 
and ham, all unbought. Attention and re- 
ſpect give pleaſure, however late or however 
uſeleſs. But they are not uſeleſs when they 
are late; it is reaſonable to rejoice, as the day 
declines, to find that it has been tpent with 
the approbation of mankind, 


Z. 4 | The 
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The miniſtry is again broken, and to any 
man who extends his thoughts to national 
conſideration the times are diſmal and gloomy. 
But to a fick man what is the publick? 


The new year is at hand; may God make 

it happy to me, to you, to us all, for Jeſus 

Chriſt's ſake! Amen. = 
I am, Madam, | 


Lour, Se. 


'LETTER CCCXXXVIL 
To Mrs. T H R A L. E. 


DEAR MAD AM, London, Jan. 12, 1784. 

FF, as you obſerve, my former letter was 
written with trepidation, there is little rea- 
ſon, except the habit of enduring, why this 
ſhould ſhew more ſteadineſs. I am confined 
to the houſe; I do not know that any things 
grow better; my phyſicians direct me to 
combat the hard weather with opium'; I can- 
not well ſupport its turbulence, and yet can- 
| * not 
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not forbear it, for its immediate effect is eaſe; 
having kept me waking all the night it forces 
ſleep upon me in the day, and recompenſes 
a night of tediouſneſs with a day of uſe- 
leſneſs. My legs and my thighs grow very 
tumid: in the mean time my appetite is 
good, and if my phyſicians do not Hatter me 


death is ruſhing upon me. But this 1 is in the 
hand of God. 


The firſt talk of the ſick is commonly of 
themſelves; but if they talk of nothing elſe, 


they cannot complain if they are ſoon left 
without an audience. 


You obſerve, Madam, that the ballon en- 
gages all mankind, and it is indeed a won- 
derful and unexpected addition to human 
knowledge; but we have a daring projector, 
who, diſdaining the help of fumes and va- 
pours, is making better than Dædalean wings, 
with which he will maſter the ballon and its 
| companions as an eagle maſters a gooſe, It 
is very ſeriouſly true that a ſubſcription of 
eight hundred pounds has been raiſed for the 
wire and workmanſhip of iron wings; one 
pair of which, and I think a tail, are now 
thewn in the Haymarket, and they are 

I2 making 
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making another pair at Birmingham. The 
whole is faid to weigh two hundred pounds— 
no ſpecious preparation for flying, but there 
are thoſe who expect to ſee him in the ſky. 
When I can leave the houſe I will tell you 
more.. | oo, 
I had the ſame old friends to dine with 
me on Wedneſday, and may ſay that ſince I 
loſt ſight of you I have had one pleaſant 


day. | 
| I uam, Madam, 
1 | . Le te. - 
f Pray ſend me a direction to Sir 


Muſgrave in Ireland. 


ns 


— IE 


LETTER CCCXXXVIIL 
To Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MADAM, London, Jan. 21, 1784. 
R. Heberden this day favoured me with 
a viſit; and after hearing what I had to 
tell him of miſeries and pains, and comparing 
my preſent with my paſt ſtate, declared me 
| 3 well. 
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well. - That his opinion is erroneous, I know 
with too much certainty ; and yet was glad 
to hear it, as it ſet extremities at a greater 
diſtance : he who is by his phyſician thought 

well, is at leaſt not thought in immediate 
danger. They therefore whoſe attention to 
me makes them talk of my health, will, I 
hope, ſoon not drop, but loſe their udien 


But, alas! I had no ſleep laſt night, and ſit 


now panting over my paper. Dabit Deus his 
quogue finem. I have really hope from ſpring; 
and am ready, like Almanzor, to bid the ſun 
fly fiftly, and leave weeks and months behind 
him. The ſun has looked for ſix thouſand 
years upon the world to little purpoſe, if he 
does not know that a ſick man is almoſt. as im- 
patient as a lover. 


Mr. Cator gives ſuch an account of Miſs 
Cecy, as you and all of us muſt delight to 


hear; Cator has a rough, manly, independent 


underſtanding, and does not ſpoil it by com- 
plaiſance; he never ſpeaks merely to pleaſe, 
and ſeldom is miſtaken in things which he 
has any right to know, I think well of her 
for pleaſing him, and of him for being pleaſed; 
and at the cloſe, am delighted to find him de- 
lighted with her excellence. Let your chil- 


dren, 
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dren, dear Madam, be His care, and your plea- 
ſure; cloſe your thoughts upon them, and 
when ſad fancies are excluded, health and peace 
will return together. 


I am, dear Madam, 
_ Your old Friend. 


EROS 
a. T H N 
D EAR MADAM, Landon, Feb, g, 1784. 
T* remiſſion of the cold did not continue 
long enough to afford me much relief. 
You are, as I perceive, afraid of the opium; 
I had the ſame terrour, and admitted its aſſiſt- 
ance only under the preſſure of inſupportable 
diſtreſs, as of an auxiliary too powerful and 
too dangerous. But in this pinching ſeaſon I 
cannot hve without it; and the quantity which 
I take is leſs than it once was. 


My phyſicians flatter me, that the ſeaſon is 
a great part of my diſeaſe; and that when 
warm weather reſtores perſpiration, this wa- 
tery diſeaſe will evaporate. I am at leaſt will- 
ing to flatter mylelf, 


I have 
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I have been forced to ſit up many nights 
by an obſtinate ſleepleſneſs, which makes the 
time in bed intolerably tedious, and which 
continues my drowſineſs the following day. 
Beſides, I can ſometimes fleep ere, when I 
cannot cloſe my eyes in a recumbent poſture. 
I have juſt beſpoke a flannel dreſs, which I can 
eaſily ſlip off and on, as I go into bed, or get 
out of it. Thus paſs my days and nights in 
morbid wakefulneſs, in unſeaſonable ſleepi- 
neſs, in gloomy ſolitude, with unwelcome vi- 
ſitors, or ungrateful excluſions, in variety of 
wretchedneſs. But I ſnatch every lucid in- 
terval, and animate myſelf with ſuch amuſe- 
ments as the time offers. 


One thing which I have Juſt heard, you will 
think to ſurpaſs expectation. The Chaplain 
of the factory at Peterſburg relates, that the 
Rambler is now, by the command of the Em- 
preſs, tranſlating into Ruſſian z and has pro- 
miſed when it is printed to ſend me a copy. 


Grant, O Lord, that all who ſhall read my 
pages, may become more obedient to thy laws; 
and when the wretched writer ſhall appear 
before thee, extend thy mercy to him, for the 
fake of 185 Chriſt. Amen. 


I am, Madam, 
Your, c. 
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LETTER CCCXL. 
To Mrs. T HRALE. 


| MADAM, | London, March 10, 1784. 
| 4. arefe fron hes 2 know I never thought confidence with 


Raving EC e | 
a cerrain fon of reſpect to futurity any part of the cha- 
„, hon he bb. 


bu TED racter of a brave, a Wiſe, or_a good man. 
Nu Trice nevbos; Bravery has no place where it can avail no- 
rr thing; viſdom impreſſes ſtrongly the conſci- 
992 12 . — ouſneſs of thoſe faults, of which it is itſelf 
22 ASS 4 perhaps an aggravation; and goodneſs, always 

- — 4 wiſhing to be better, and imputing every de- 
a ficience to criminal negligence, and every fault 
e. er to voluntary corruption, never dares to ſup- 

2 * rp oſe the condition of forgiveneſs fulfilled, nor 


| 5 rag 108 Schar! is wanting in the crime ſupplied by pe- 


o , 4 as | nitence. 


1 de vie This is the ſtate of the beſt, but what muſt 
5. be the condition of him whoſe heart will not 
ſuffer him to rank himſelf among the beſt, or 
among the good? Such muſt be his dread of 
the approaching trial, as will leave him little 
attention to the opinion of thoſe whom he 1s 
18 leaving 
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leaving for ever; and the ſerenity that is not 
felt, it can be no virtue to feign. 


The ſarcocele ran off long ago, at an ei 
made for mere experiment. 


The water paſſed naturally, by God's mercy, - 


in a manner of which Dr. Heberden has ſeen 

but few examples. The chirurgeon has been 
employed to heal ſome excoriations; and four 
out of five are no longer under his cure. The 
phyſician Jaid on a bliſter, and I ordered, by 
their conſent, a ſalve; but neither ſucceeded, 
and neither was very eaſily healed. 


I have been confined from the fourteenth 
of December, and know not when I ſhall get 


out; but I have this day dreſſed — as I was 
dreſſed 3 in health. 


' Your kind expreſſions gave me great plea- 


ſure ; do not reject me from your thoughts. 


Shall we ever exchange co! confidence by the fire- # He 


tide again? 


I hope dear Sophy 4 is better; and ä — 
quickly to pay my debt to Suſy, _ 


I am, Madam, 


Your, I 


—— O08 e. 
= 2 
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LETTER CCCXLE 
To Mr. T H RAI. E. 


DEAR MADAM, 1 March 16, 1784. 


| he AM ſo near to health, is a month ago I 
deſpaired of being. The dropſy is almoſt 
wholly run away, and the afthma, unleſs ir- 
ritated by cold, ſeldom attacks me. How |] 
| ſhall bear motion I do not yet know. But 
though I have little of pain, I am wonderfully 
weak. My muſcles have almoſt loſt all their 
ſpring ; but I hope that warm weather, when 
it comes, will reſtore me. More than three 
months have I now been confined. But my 
deliverance has been very extraordinary. 


Of one thing very remarkable I will tell 
you. For the aſthma, and perhaps other diſ- 
orders, my phyſicians have adviſed the fre- 
quent uſe of opiates. I reſiſted them as much 
as I could; and complained that it made me 
almoſt delirious. This Dr. Heberden ſeemed 
not much to heed ; but I was ſo weary of it, 
that I tried, when I could not wholly omit it, 

to diminiſh the doſe, in which, contrarily to 
= | the 
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the known cuſtom of the takers of opium, 
and beyond what it ſeemed reaſonable to ex- 


pect, I have ſo far ſucceeded, that having be- 


gun with three grains, a large quantity, I now 
appeaſe the paroxyſm with a quarter of an 


ounce of diacodium, eſtimated an equivalent | 


only to half a grain; and this quantity it is 
now eight days ſince I took. 


That I may ſend to Mrs. Lewis, for when 


I ſhall venture out I do not know, you muſt | 


let me know where ſhe may be found, which 
you omitted to tell me. 


I hope my dear Sophy will go on recover- 
ing. But methinks Miſs Thrale rather neglects 
me; ſuppoſe ſhe ſhould try to write me a little 
Latin letter. 


Do you however write to me often, and 


write kindly ; perhaps we may ſometime ſee 
each other. 


I am, Madam, 


Vol. II. 1 


An fer 
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LETTER CCCXALIL 
To Mr. T H R A I. . 


MAD AM, London, March 20, 1 784. 
Von laſt letter had ſomething of tender- 
A neſs. The accounts which you have had 
of my danger and giſtreſs were I ſuppoſe not 
aggravated. I have been confined ten weeks 
with an aſthma and dropſy. But I am now 
better. God has in his mercy granted me a 
reprieve ; for how much time his mercy muſt 
determine. . 


On the 19th of laſt month I evacuated 
twenty pints of water, and I think I reckon. 
exactly; from that time the tumour has ſub- 
ſided, and I now begin to move with ſome 
freedom. You will eaſily believe that I am 
fill at a great diſtance from health; but I am, 
as my chirurgeon expreſſed it, amazingly bet- 
ter. Heberden ſeems to have great hopes. 


Write to me no more about dying with a 
grace; when you feel what I have felt in ap- 
Proaching eternity—in fear of ſoon hearing 
| eo „ -the 
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the 3 of which there is no revocation, 
you will know the folly; my wiſh is, that you 
may know it ſooner. The diſtance between 
the grave and the remoteſt point of human 
longevity, is but a very little; and of that 
little no path is certain. You Know all this, 
and I thought that I knew ir too; but I know 
it now with a new conviction. May that new 
conviction not be vain! 


I am now cheerful; I bag this approach to 
recovery is a token of the Divine mercy. My 
friends continue their kindneſs. I give a din- 
ner to-morrow. 2 


Pray let me kt bow my dear Sophy: goes 
1 ſtill hope that there is in her fits more 
3 than danger. But I hope, however 
it be, that ſhe will ſpeedily recover. I will 
take care to pay Miſs Suſy her letter. God 
bleſs you all. | "0 


1 am, Madam, . 


„ 
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LETTER cœcx in. 
To Miſs Suſy T H RAL. E. 


MY DEAREST MISS SUSY, London, Mar. 25, 1784. 


8 * you are reſolved to ſtand it out, and 
MP keep mum till you have heard from me, I 
muſt at laſt comply; and indeed compliance 
coſts me now no trouble, but as it irritates a 
cough, which I got, as you might have done, 
'by ſtanding at an open window; and which has 
now haraſſed me many days, mt is too ſtrong 
for diacodium, nor has yet given much way to 
opium itſelf. However, having been ſo long 
uſed to ſo many worle things, I mind it but 
little. I have not bad nights; and my ſtomach 
has never failed me. But when 1 ſhall go 

abroad gain, I know not. 


With Mr. Herſchel it will certainly be very 
right to cultivate an acquaintance; for he can 
ſhow you in the ſky what no man before him 
has ever ſeen, by ſome wonderful improve- 
ments which he has made in the teleſcope. 
What he has to ſhow is indeed a long way 

off, 
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off, and perhaps concerns us but little; but 
all truth is valuable, and all knowledge is 8 0 
pleaſing in its firſt effects, and may be ſubſe- | 
quently uſeful. Of whatever we ſee we al- q 
ways wiſh to know; always congratulate 
ourſelves when we know that of which we 
perceive another to be ignorant, Take there- 
fore all opportunities of learning that offer 
themſelves, however remote the matter may _ 
be from common life or common converſa- 
tion. Look in Herſchel's teleſcope; go into 
a chymiſt's laboratory ; if you ſee a manufac- 
turer at work, remark his operations By this 
aQivity of attention, you will find in every 
place diverſion and improvement. 


Now dear Sophy is got well, what is it that 
ails my miſtreſs? She complains, and com- C A 
plains, Lam afraid, with too much cauſe ; , /** —_ 
but I know not diſtinaly what 3 is her d Tio 7 1 7M ' 
1 der. I hof hope that time and a a quiet mind will , 1 
reſtore her. 


Jam, My denanll; 
Your, tc. 
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LETTER . CCCXLIV. 
Mrs. THRALE to Dr. JOHNSON. . 


MY DEAR SIR, 5 March 27. % 


yo tell one of my daughters that you 

know not with diſtinctneſs the cauſe of 
my complaints. I believe ſhe who lives with 
me knows them no better ; one very dreadful 
one is however removed, by dear Sophia's re- 
covery. It i is kind in you to quarrel no more 
about expreſſions which were not meant to 
offend; but unjuſt to ſuppoſe, I have nor 
lately thought myſelf dying. Let us however 


[1888 ö ieee was now »» take the Prince of Abyſlinia's advice, and not 


ro, Any tn a few © 2 


. 1. T add to the other evils ls of life the bitterneſs of 
"Lp 18 fu controverſy. If courage is a noble and gene- 
Ml | nc . T Ae quality, let us exert it zo the laſt, and at 

{ill never approve the laſt; If faith is a Chriſtian virtue, let us 
e wit willingly receive and accept that ſupport it 
will moſt ſurely beſtow—and do permit me 
69 to repeat thoſe words with which I know not 
Qi 1 4—. M1 2 2 Ibs you were 1 Let us leave bebind 


Abt 
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All this is not written by a perſon in high 
health and happineſs, but by a fellow ſufferer, | 
who has more to endure than ſhe can tell, or hows the devel 1.3 
you. can gueſs; and now let us talk of the oo * 2 2 4 


vern ſalmons, which will be coming in ſoon ; . 7 
I ſhall ſend you one of the fineſt, and ſhall —— 
glad to hear that your appetite is good; mine 
has been ſo long vitiated, that it endures no 
aliment with pleaſure but coffee, and thoſe 
doſes of Peruvian bark or caſcarilla which 
Dobſon gives me by turns, and which are be- 
 come—oddly enough —delightful to 8 pa- 
| late. | 


The accounts I hear of P——'s ill ſtate of 
health help to grieve me; poor man, he bat- 
tled through great anxiety for two years to- 
gether at leaſt; and ſhould the ſhip ſink in 

harbour after weathering ſo hard a ſtorm, who 
could help being ſorry! All the poets lives 
end juſt ſo; and though P—— has but little 
poet's ſtuff in him—be will fall ike one of the 
mighty 1 ſuppoſe, But it is better turn one's 
thoughts another way; if death forbears to 
call till ſorrow is at an end, mp life is ſurely 
in no preſent danger; awd P—— has two 
pretty boys to ſucceed 3 die when he 
will. 
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| It is very much to your credit, and more 
ſo to that of the world, that it does not for- 


fake you: I have often heard you ſay, that 
there was very little general ingratitude to be 


complained of ; and it 1s but right that the 
conduct of kind towards him who ſays ſo 
— —— wa confirm it. 


I was among the firſt to offer my ſervice 


on the new occaſion, as I had been the laſt 


to deſert it on the old one: but my own 
caſe now claims more attention than I have 
to beſtow upon it; and though the child is 
ſafe, ſhe is not yet well ; her illneſs added to 
my own, was very difficult to bear. 


You ſhould be more willing than you are 


to think about air ballons. The firſt failing 


chariot J ever read of was in Raſſelas; and 
the French ſeem now fully of your mechaniſt's 

mind, that only idleneſs and ignorance need to 
crawl upon the ground. 


Your young correſpondents would do well 
to write often, and obtain from you in return 
fuch letters as may benefit their minds in pre- 
ſent, and gratify their vanity in future: I wiſh 
them to diyert themſelves and you by queſ- 


tions, which you would willingly anſwer; 


and 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 36 


and beg that their negligence of ſuch an ad- 
vantage as your readineſs to correſpond with 
them, may not be charged on, 


Dear Sir, 
Your faithful Servant, 


H. L. THRALE, 


LETTER CCOXLV. 


To Mr. T H R A I. E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, April 15, 1784. 

* ESTERDAY I had the pleaſure of giving 

_ another dinner to the remainder of the 
old club. We uſed to meet weekly about the 
year fifty, and we were as cheerful as in for- 
mer times; only I could not make quite ſo 
much note. for ſince the paralytick affliction, 
my voice is ſometimes weak. 


Metcalf and Crutchley, without knowing 
each other, are both members of parliament 
for Horſham in Suſſex, Mr. Cator is choſen 
for Ipſwich, | 

3 But 
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But a fick man's thoughts ſoon turn back 
upon himſelf, I am ftill very weak, though 
my appetite is keen, and my digeſtion potent; 
and J gratify myſelf more at table than ever I 
did at my own coft before. I have now an 
inclination to luxury which even your table 
did not excite; for till now my talk was more 
about the diſhes than my thoughts. I re- 
member you commended me for ſeeming 
pleaſed with my dinners when you had re- 
duced your table; I am able to tell you with 
great veracity, that I never knew when the 
reduction began, nor ſhould have known that 
it was made, had not you told me. I now 
think and conſult to-day what I ſhall eat to- 
morrow. This diſeaſe likewife will I hope 
be cured. For there are other things, how 
different! which ought to predominate i in the 
mind of ſuch a man as I: but in this world 
the body will have its part; and my hope is, 
that it ſhall have no more. My hope but not 
my confidence; 1 have only the timidity of a 
Chriſtian to determine, not the wiſdom of a 
Stoick to ſecure me. 


I hope all my dears are well. They ſhould 
not be too nice in requiring letters. If my 


| ſweet Queeney writes more letters like her laſt, | 
when: 
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when franks come in again I will correct them 
and return them. 


1 am, Madam, 


Your, tc. 


LETTER CCCXLVI. 
To Mrs. T HAL E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, April 19, 1784. 
I RECEIVED in the morning your magnifi- 
cent fiſh, and in the afternoon your apo- 
logy for not ſending it. I have invited the 


Hooles and Miſs TY to dine upon it to- 
INOrrow, | 


The club which has been wm inſtituted is 
at Sam's; and there was I when I was laſt 
out of the houſe. But the people whom I 
mentioned in my letter are the remnant of a 
little club that uſed to meet in Ivy Lane about 
three-and-thirty years ago, out of which we 
have loſt Hawkeſworth and Dyer, the reſt are 
yet on this ſide the grave. Our meetings now 
are ſerious, and I think on all parts tender. 


71 | Miſs 
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Miſs Moore has written a poem called Le 


Bas Bleu; which is in my opinion a very 
great eee. It wanders about in ma- 


nuſcript, and ſurely will ſoon and its way to 
Bath. 


I ſhall be glad of 3 letter from my 

dear Queeney; the former was not much to 

be cenſured. The reckoning between me and 
Miſs Sophy is out of my head. She muſt write 
to tell me how it ſtands. 


I am ſenſible of the eaſe that your repay- 
ment of Mr, * * * * * X has given; 3 you 
felt yourſelf gence by that debt; 3 1s there an 
Engliſh word for it? 


As you do not now uſe your books, be 
pleaſed to let Mr. Cator know that I may bor- 
row what I want. I think at preſent to take 

only Calmet, and the Greek Anthology. 
When I lay ſleepleſs, I uſed to drive the night 
along by turning Greek epigrams into Latin. 


I know not if I have not turned a hun- 
dred. 
It is time to return you thanks for your 
preſent. Since I was ſick, I know not if I 
have not had more delicacies ſent me than I 
had ever ſeen till I ſaw your table. 


It 
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It was always Dr. Heberden's enquiry, 
whether my appetite for food continued. It 


ceſſation of appetite as the deſpair of nature 
yielding up her power to the force of the diſ- 
eaſe. 


IJ am, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


LETTER CCCXLVII. 
TO Mrs. THRALE. 


DEAR MAD AM, London, April 21, 1784. 


] MAKE haſte to ſend you intelligence, which, 
if I do not ſtill flatter myſelf, you will not 
receive without ſome degree of pleaſure. 
After a confinement of one hundred twenty- 
nine days, more than the third part of a year, 
and no inconſiderable part of human life, 1 
this day returned thanks to God in St. Cle- 
ment's church, for my recovery; a recovery, 
in my ſeventy-fifth year, from a diſtemper 
which few in the vigour of youth are known 
| to 


indeed never failed me; for he conſidered the 
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to ſurmount; a recovery, of which neither 
myſelf, my friends, nor my phyſicians, had 
any hope; for though they flattered me with 
ſome continuance of life, they never ſuppoſed 
that I could ceaſe to be dropſical. The dropſy 
however is quite vaniſhed, and the aſthma ſo 
much mitigated, that I walked to-day with a 
more eaſy reſpiration than I have known, I 
think, for perhaps two years paſt. I hope the 
mercy that lengthens my days, will aſſiſt me 
to uſe them well. | 


The Hooles, Miſs Burney, and Mrs. Hull 
(Weſley's ſiſter), feaſted yeſterday with me 
very cheerfully on your noble ſalmon. Mr. 
Allen could not come, and I fent him a piece, 
and a great tail is ſtill left. 


Dr. Brockleſpy forbids the dub; at preſent, 
not caring to venture the chillneſs of the even- 
ing; but I purpoſe to ſhew myſelf on Satur- 
day at the Academy's feaſt. I cannot publiſh 
my return to the world more effectually; for, | 
as the Frenchman fays, tout le monde 79 
trou vera. 


For this occaſion I ordered ſome cloaths; 
and was told by the taylor, that when he 


3 me a fick dreſs, he never 3 to 
9. | e make 


"I « 
— — 1 * 
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make me any thing of any other kind. _My | 


recovery 18 indeed wonderful. 
| I am, dear Madam, 
— Your, Tc. 


Pi 


LETTER CCCXLVIIL 
To Mrs. T HRA. E. 


M ADAM, | London, April 26, 1784. 


N Saturday I ſhewed myſelf again to the 
living world at the Exhibition; much 


and ſplendid was the company: but like the 
Doge of Genoa at Paris, I admired nothing 


but myſelf. I went up all the ſtairs to the 
pictures without ſtopping to reſt or to breathe, 


« In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health.” 


The Prince of Wales had promiſed to be 
there; but when we had waited an hour and 
half, ſent us word that he could not come. 


My cough ſtill torments me; but it is only 
a cough, and much leſs e e than ſome 
of former times, but it diſturbs my nights. 


Mrs. 


3 —ͤ— 
nn 
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Mrs. Davenant called to pay me a guineäz 

but I gave two for you. Whatever reaſons 

. 915 4 "of 175 Jou have for frugality, it is not worth while 

4. Ce S t fave a guinea a- year by withdrawing it it from 
— ga a public charity. 


I know not whether I told you that my old 
friend Mrs. Cotterel, now no longer Miſs, 
has called to ſee me. Mrs, Lewis is not well. 


Mrs. Davenant ſays, that you regain your 
health. That you regain your health is more 
than a common recovery; becauſe I infer, that 


. 40 £-c, you regain your peace of mind. Settle your 
ad 0 es thoughts and controul your imagination, and 


| 45 <D ee think no more of Heſperian felicity. Gather 


„ bl of 2541000; Ae" Ke yourſelf and Your children into a little Tyſtem, 
Wl, ond ee in which each may promote the caſe, the ſafe- 


f | $f ele. ts fo hs Oy and the pleaſure « of the reſt. 


5:2 i 5 ref, 3 


a SDA. 


Mr. Howard called on me a few days ago, 
and gave the new edition, much enlarged, of 
his Account of Priſons. He has been to ſur- 
vey the priſons on the continent; and in Spain 
he tried to penetrate the dungeons of the In- 
quiſition, but his curioſity was very imper- 
fealy gratified. At Madrid they ſhut him 
quite out; at Villadolid they ſhewed him ſome 
publick rooms. 


HY e While 
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While I am writing, the poſt has brought 
| Four kind letter. Do not think with dejec> = 4 £ 
NA wi E 


tion of _ your own condition; a litt le patience —__— 
will probabl ly give vou health, it will certainly . 3 2 
give you riches, and all the accommodations 


that riches can procure. | | = 2 7 — - | 


I am, Madam, 


XL our; We. 


LETTER ο§ 


To Mrs. THRALE. 


| No” I am » Std looſe, my friends ſeem 
willing enough to ſee me. On Monday 
I dined with Paradiſe; Tueſday, Hoole ; 
Wedneſday, Dr. Taylor; to-day, with Jods 
rel; Friday, Mrs. Garrick; Saturday, Dr. 
Brockleſby ; next Monday, Dilly. 


But I do not now drive the world about ; 
the world drives or draws me. I am very 
weak; the old diſtreſs of ſleepleſneſs comes 


again upon me. I have however one very 
Not. II. — ſtrong 
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ſtrong baſis of health, an eager appetite and 
ſtrong digeſtion. 


Queeney' s letter I expected before now: 


Suſy is likewiſe in debt. I believe J am in 


debt to Sophy, but the dear Loves ought not 


to be too rigorous. | 


Dr. Taylor has taken St. 1 „ in 
Weſtminſter, vacant by Dr. Wilſon's death: 
how long he will keep it I cannot gueſs: it 
is of no great value, and its income conſiſts 


much of voluntary contributions. 


I am, Madam, 
- Your, Oc. 


"SIT EY 


| Thurſday, May r3, 1784. 


8. 


You never date fully. 


5 LETTER CCCE. 
To Mrs. T H R A IL. E. 


DE AR MADAM, London, May 31, 1784. 
WV. you expected me to be better than I 
| am I cannot imagine: [ am better than 


any that ſaw me in my illneſs ever expected 
| | to 
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to have ſeen me again. I am however at a 
great diſtance from health, very weak and 
very aſthmatick, and troubled with my old 
nocturnal diſtreſſes; ſo that I am little aſleep 
in the night; and in the day too little awake. 


I have one way or other been diſappointed 
hitherto of that change of air, from which 1 
think ſome relief may poſſibly be obtained ; 
but Boſwel and I have ſettled our reſolution 
to go to Oxford on Thurſday. But ſince I 
was at Oxford, my convivial friend Dr. Ed- 
wards and my learned friend Dr. Wheeler 
are both dead, and my probabilities of plea- 
ſure are very much diminiſhed. Why, when ſo 
many are taken away, have I been yet ſpared! 

I hope that I may be fitter to die. 


How long we ſhall ſtay at Oxford, or what 
we ſhall do when we leave it, neither Bozzy 
nor I have yet ſettled ; he is for his part 
| reſolved to remove his n to London and 


try his fortune at the Engliſh bar : Jet us all 3 7 e wn 
with | him ſucceſs. a —_— kc as hey 


Awe net 2 2 


Think of me, if you can, with tenderneſs. 7 i 


Tam, Madam, 


Your, Oc. 


B b 2 


N- „e . . 
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LETTER CCCLE 


To Mis. THRAL E. 


DEAR MADAM, London, June 17, 1784. 
I RETURNED laſt night from Oxford after a 
fortnight's abode with Dr. Adams, who 
treated me as well as I could expect or wiſh ; 
and he that contents a ſick man, a man whom 
it is impoſſible to pleaſe, has ſurely done his 
part well. I went in the common vehicle 
with very little fatigue, and came back I think 
with leſs, My ſtomach continues good, and 
according to your advice I ſpare neither aſ- 
paragus ror peas, and hope to do good 
execution upon all the ſummer fruits, But 
my nights are bad, very bad; the aſthma 
attacks me often, and the aroply i is watching 
an opportunity to return. I hope I have 
checked it, but great caution muſt be uſed, 
and indeed great caution is not a high price 
for health or eaſe. 


What I ſhall do next I know not ; all my 
ſchemes of rural pleaſure have been ſome way 
et, or 


TOS. 100 "PT ww 1 
— een . * r ene — 1 * 


% . >a a — — . 


D. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 373 


or other Ae IT have now ſome 
thought of Lichfield and Aſhbourne. Let me 
know, dear Madam, your deſtination. 


I am, Madam, 


- "Your; Ta 


LETTER Cool 
To Mrs. TH RA R 


DE AR MAD AM, London, June 26, 1784. 
_—_ morning I ſaw Mr, Lyſons: he 1s 
an agreeable young man, and likely 
enough to do all that he deſigns. I received 
him as one ſent by you has a right to be 


received, and I hope he will tell you that he 


was ſatisfied; but the initiatory converſation 
of two frac is ſeldom pleaſing or in- 
ſtructive to any great degree, and ours was 
ſuch as other occaſions of the ſame kind pro- 
duce. | 


A meſſage came to me yeſterday to tell me 
that Macbean, after three days of illneſs, is 
dead of a ſuppreſſion of urine. He was one 

Bb  : of 
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of thoſe who, as Swift ſays, food as a ſcreen 
between me and death. He has I hope made 
a good exchange. He was very pious ; he 
was very innacent z ; he did no ill; and of 
doing good a continual tenour of diſtreſs al- 


lowed him few opportunities: he was very 
highly eſteemed i in the houſe. 


Write to me if you can ſome words of 
comfort. My dear girls ſeem all to * 
me. 


Tam, Madam, 
Your, Sc. 


LETT 'ER CCCLUT. 


75 


1 22 2 Mrs. 2102 2 [ to Dr. 10 H NS SON. 


trove bor lefp bene 


Oe bates of Tak, ncloſed is a circular letter which I 

„ eee 1440 * 1 ee - 

I of A have ſent to all the guardians, but our 

. J Az friendſhip demands ſomewhat more ; it re- 
_— 4 roll quires that I ſhould beg your pardon for 
TE EFT 7 3 H concealing from you a connexion which you 


prove tn amvtiir £ muſt have heard of by many, but J ſuppoſe 
Ae f | never 


cut one to MY DEA R 8 1 R, Bath, June 30» P. 
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never believed. Indeed, my dear Sir, it was 
concealed only to ſave us both needleſs pain 


I could not have borne to reje& that counſel A , fes 


it would have killed me to take, and I only * 2 —_ 
tell it you now becauſe all is irrevocably ſet- 

tled and out of your power to prevent. I 

will ſay however, that the dread of your 
diſapprobation has given me ſome anxious 

moments, and though perhaps I am become 
by n many _privations the moſt independent . 8 


woman in the world, I feel as if acting with- . ve 
out a parent's conſent till you write kindly - go $A 2 3 
to | | _ | er, „ | 
| ur faithful ſervant, e meine 
” Tour faithf 1 fervant Pons, as holam 
fe 2 vaAv- . 


—— — AMP 


LETTER CCCLIIV. 
To Mr. PI O 2 2 1. 


DE AR MAD AM. London, July 8, 1784 
Wär you have done, however I may 
lament it, I have no pretence to reſent, 

as it has not been injurious to me: I there- 


fore breathe out one ſigh more of tenderneſs, . BD e 


e er aw rien 


PA Aff 


— ——— 


Perhaps wn uſeleſs, but at leaſt lincere, 
B b 6 VV 


* 
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th bl I wiſh that God may grant you every 
|| 1 l=. Fa blefling,. that you may be happy in this world 
mY | L le eee for its ſhort continuance, and eternally happy 
N NT 3 7 in a better ſtate; and whatever I can con- 
, 1. tribute to your n I am very ready to 
| repay, for that kindneſs which ſoothed twenty 


years of a life radically wretched. 


Do not think ſlightly of the advice which I 
now preſume to offer. Prevail upon Mr. 
| | 4 fe 2 9e, Piozzi to ſettle in England: _you may hye here 
1D 87 45 by 758 with more > dignity than in Italy, and with 
N 0 Lemore ſecurity: your rank will be higher, and 
gs u your fortune more under your own eye. I 
£1. wy 1 == I deſire not to detail all my reaſons, but every 
1 WI: her wm þ rw argument of prudence and intereſt is for 


70 of 4. 9 a England, and only ſome phantoms of ima- 


er 29 
& . anda gination ſeduce you to Italy. 


1 


I am afraid however that my counſel is 
vain, yet [ have caſed my heart * giving it. 


| Fl i, 2 2 _— 77 When Queen Mary tock the reſolution of 
ni | (NY eyes A, ſheltering herſelf in England, the Archbiſhop 


— 2 „ Aer ris of St. Andrew's, attempting to diſſuade her, 
Fr two attended on her journey; and when they 
eee, eee: came to the irremeable ſtream that ſeparated 
the two kingdoms, walked by her ſide into the 


er, in the middle of which he ſeized her . 
bridle, 
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ada, and with earneſtneſs proportioned to 
her danger nd his own affection preſſed her 
to return. The Queen went forward. —If . ., - —9 a 
the parallel reaches thus far, may it go no . Srugin, geen 


er. The tears ſtand in my eyes. "i 9 — 7 
Jam going into Derbyſhire, and hope to 2 SID 
be followed by your good wiſhes, for J am, " — bevy — | 
with great affeftion, rok how 2 2 
| | | | tuoud) be 2 

Your, Tc. encorable ja #2 


4 letters that come for me hither will be 
ſent 1 me. 
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— 


TER having finiſhed the ſelection of 
Doctor Johnſon's Letters to myſelf, and 
after having ſilently lamented that he who had 
written them would write no more;—after 
having paſſed likewiſe the painful taſk of re- 
viewing in my own letters what Spenſer fa 
pathetically terms | | 


Many an old ſorrow, which made a new breach! 


I found myſelf unexpectedly favoured by the 
good-nature of thoſe, to whoſe confidence or 
kindneſs I could have formed 79 pretenſions, 
for ſome variety of entertainment to the Pub- 
lic. In the Letters addreſſed to Miſs Boothby 
they will perhaps be leſs ſtruck with the 
il . hi Het Ve Author's excellence than with that of the 
We ae fi Jo man —— — — — — 
Of) cried to Lady, for whom he profeſſes and 


\ 
\ 


| Bl: e know ſuch profound veneration. His 


Way - e powers of expreſſion are already ſufficiently 


| - 
Irene Ao 


7 works /aknown, but to deſerve ſuch reverence is 
. . more difficult than to | expreſs it; nor was 
1 Doctor Johnſon at any period of his life in- 

| | = | clined 


Sts *** e 
r 8 ; 
* r . * 
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clined to pay exceſſive praiſe where he did . <a? 


not_thin had foun om exit. „ Roe, was & 


2. aan Of ww 2 
A Hebrew Grammar, or the ſketch of one L — 


campoſed for her own uſe, and written in a 5 £4 . x 
character eminently beautiful, has been pre- 9D . 2 all 2.” 
ſerved by her family as a ſpecimen of her 0 1 


Cr #CrLon of 
literature ; and that ſhe has been tenderly - ted wars 6 


recollected by relations who were very young 1 oy RT 
when ſhe died, this elegant Epitaph, written ,_ Code $0 <4 


Hr ef le 
by Brooke Boothby, Oo * ſerve as an er. tv; 2. N. 


agrecable Proof. . 10 1 Tac 
fam .. ere. 
SACRED TO THE MEMORY A. - mer fs of A. 

oF wok — „ 4 
H 1 I. L IS e 

* . e : Poo 

"ONLY DAUGHTER OF BROPKE BOOTHBY ANY . 

ELIZABETH FITZHERBERT, any co 

| „ 

BORN OCT. 27, 1708, DIED JAN. 16, 1755. _ feeues 


Could beauty, learning, talents, virtue, fave _ 
From the dark confines of th' inſatiate grave, 
This frail memorial had not aſk'd a tear 

O'er HILx's cold relics ſadly mouldering here. 
Friendſhip's chaſte flame her ardent dm fir'd, 
And bright religion's all her foul inſpir'd ; 

Her foul, too heavenly for an houſe of 2 
Soon wore its earth- built fabrick to decay; 

In the laſt ſtruggles of departing breath 

dhe ſaw her Saviour 3 the bed of death; 


Heard 
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| Heard his mild accents, tun'd to peace and love, 

Give glorious welcome to the realms above; ; 

In thoſe bright regions, that celeſtial ſhore, 

Where friends long loſt ſhall meet to part no more; 

cc Bleſt Lord, I come!” my hopes have not been 
vain: 


Upon her lifeleſs check extatic ſmiles remain. 
——ñ —.Q. ... — — 


The ſincerity and fervour of this lady's piety 
drove her, as her beſt friends acknowledge, 
to enthuſiaſm, and thoſe people of courſe ob- 
| tained moſt of her confidence who profeſſed 
ſuperior warmth of devotion, or affected pe- 
culiar ſanity of manners. But if it is 
weakneſs to be impoſed on by hypocriſy in 
others, let thoſe only claim a right to ridicule. 
ſuch weakneſs who have never been duped by 
it themſelves; who deaf to all ſuggeſtions of 
indolence, avarice, or amorous paſſion, have 
never been lulled to the loſs of fame by any 
intereſted promoters of an idle life, or ſtimu- 
lated to the ruin of an affluent fortune by 
projectors, who promiſed to ſwell it into an 
enormous one. 


Among theſe alc heroes of impreg- 
nable caution our Doctor never did pretend 


to rank himſelf; his publick writings, private 
£ | letters, 


—ů— —— — = 
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letters, and ſecret meditations, alike confeſs 
that he paſſed many hours in impoſing upon 
himſelf, and many more in ſelf- condemn- 


ation, for having ſuffered himſelf to have | 
been ſo impoſed upon. Every acquaintance 


poſſeſſes ſome anecdote, confirming his earneſt 
deſire and daily reſolution to attain by dili- 
gence that chriſtian perfection which flies 
from human approach, and eſcapes the graſp 
even of the wiſe and good ; like the Deity in 


Homer that calls from the cloud, and checks 


the warrior who wiſhes to pierce it, in words 
_ tranſlated thus by Mr. Pope: 


Oh, ſon of Tydeus, ceaſe; be wiſe and ſee 
How vaſt the difference 'twixt the gods and thee! 


That ie diſtance was indeed I 


think ſcarce ever more diſcernible than when 


he quarrelled with his trueſt friend Dr. Tay- 


lor of Aſhbourne, for recommending to him 


a degree of temperance, by which alone his 
life could have been ſaved, and recommend- 
ing it in his own unaltered phraſe too, with 
praiſe-worthy intentions to impreſs it more 
forcibly. 


This quarrel however, if quarrel] it might be 
called, which was mere ſullenneſs on one fide 
and forrow on the other, ſoon healed of it- 


18 ſelf, 


— — 


— — 7 — 2 — 
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| felf, mutual reproaches having hever beet 


permitted to widen the breach, and ſupply; 


as is the common practice among coarſer diſ- 
putants, the original and perhaps almoſt for- 
gotten cauſe of diſpute. 


After ſome weeks, J ohnſon ſent to requeſt 


the ſight of his old companion, whoſe feeble 
health held him away for ſome weeks more; 


and who when he came, urged that feebleneſs 
as an excuſe for appearing no ſooner at the 
call of friendſhip in diſtreſs; but Johnſon, 
who was then, as he expreſſed it, not ſick but 


dying, told him a ſtory of a lady, who many 
years before lay expiring in ſuch tortures as 


that cruel diſeaſe a cancer naturally produces; 


and begged the converſation of her earlieſt 


intimate to ſoothe the incredible ſufferings of 


her body, and relieve the approaching terrors 
of her mind: but what was the friend's apo- 
logy for abſence? “ Oh, my dear,” ſaid ſhe, 


& I have really been ſo plagued and ſo pained 


of late by a naſty whitlow, that indeed it 
« was quite impoſhble for me till to-day to 
* attend my Lucy's call.” I think this was 
not more than two days before his diſſolution. 


Some Lichfield friends fancied that he had 


half a mind to die where he was born, but 


. 


10 


that 


» x heb ” A 
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that the hope of being buried in Weſtminſter 
Abbey overpowered the inclination ; but Mr. 
Johnſon loved London, and many people 
then in London, whom I doubt not he ſin- 
cerely wiſhed to ſee again, particularly Mr. 
Saſtres, for whoſe perſon ſome of the follow- 
ing letters manifeſt a ſtrong affeQtion, and of 
whoſe talents I have often heard him ſpeak 
with great eſteem. That gentleman has told 
me, that his fears of death ended with his 
hope of recovery, and that the latter days of 
his life paſſed in calm' reſignation to God's 
will, and a firm truſt in his mercy. 


He burned many letters in the laſt week 
T am told, and thoſe written by his mother 
drew from him a flood of tears, when the 
paper they were written on was all conſumed. 
Mr. Saſtres ſaw him caſt a melancholy look 
upon their aſhes, which he took up and ex- 
amined, to ſee if a word. was {till legible. 
Nobody has ever mentioned what became of 
Miſs Aſton's letters, though he once told me 
himſelf, they ſhould be the laſt papers he would 
deſtroy, and added theſe lines with a very 
faultering voice: 


Then 


'M 5 c . * — — — + a F ark, er I oa 
P — — * 
— 7 
. Nh 


# oo 0 Mes? — . — — Dag — — . —— — —— 
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Then from his cloſing eye thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart; 


Life's idle bus'nefs at one gaſp be o'er, 
The Muſe for rgot, and thou belov'd no more. mn 


The high opinion he had formed, and the 
| prodigious value he always retained for 
his wife, is preſerved in a funeral ſermon, 
written on her death, 6f which it is no more 
than bare juſtice to aver, that Pere Bourdalone 
has done nothing finer. Sublimity and ten- 
derneſs mingle in his praiſes, religion and mo- 
rality inſpire every precept, and produce from 
the extinction even of a common life, marked 

as I am told by no ſuperiority during its con- 
tinuance, inferences, of power at once to 
animate the coldeſt in the purſuit of per- 
fection, and to reſtrain the moſt petulant 
from arrogance of ill- founded hope. 


That ſuch a deſirable publication has been 
hitherto with-held from the preſs, we owe to 
Dr. Taylor's ſcrupulous delicacy. When Mrs. 


, comet be . 
" 10 K. Johnſon died, her huſband _ requeſted him 3 1 
rs N N to compoſe h her r al Funcore, which the “- 


_— 


1 1 the t pau friend refuſed upon this honourable principle, C Ponte 
| 4, .es, that he would not commend a character he jy = 


| "m3 N L 
| = ; for © -/" little eſteemed. Doctor Johnſon then fate +, Bos he wi 
4 y p 2 75 . and compoſed the ſermon J have read; 4 11 ow 


— ea q. Fi”: thes lhe .- 
and A now Ze. 4 
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and begged Taylor to preach it if he would 8 
do nothing more; but even this he objeaed 2 what goo 
does Mi: A 
to, for the reaſon he had already given, and 4 il Johnſon's fe. 
provoked the writer to tear the manuſcript, e f. 1 7 
which was carefully put together again and = r 
copied fair, but which the Doccor till per- ” 
ſiſts to with-hold from publication, becauſe 
he thinks the perſon undeſerving of the pa- 
negyrick it contains. 


I have the honour to print in this col- 
leQtion a letter of gallantry, addreſſed to ano- Ca E 3 
ther lady, who deſires that her name may ,:4/, 20 
remain concealed, though few people except 4 4. „ 
herſelf, who had as much pretenſion to be 
praiſed, would have had modeſty enough to 
retire from being known. Theſe obliging 
contributors have indeed forced me once more 
to obtrude myſelf upon the publick, and to 
talk with a tired tongue upon a half. forgotten 
; 2 as among the freezing echoes of . or" 
Zembla it is ſaid, that we may hear eie [Me 
= the following winter ſome ſcraps of that _— We 2 
be „ r 
converſation which engaged us a twelve- / 
month before. Had much of this been omit- - 
ted, I had certainly left leſs for criticks to 
cenſure, or for friends to forgive: the pub- 


* II. „ lick 


386 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


„ Sree lick however has been till indulgent, t though 
a ak bref; PU N individuals have been ſpiteful, and 
ack s re. OY _ = | | | 
fer loner, fore” | * „Non nimium curo; nam cœnæ fercula noſtræ 
46 fre [ome gn Malim convivis quam placuiſſe cocis. 
> "iz aver Ihr earn 1 
1 5 Doctor Johnſon was no eomplainer of ill 


of” der n hex . a uſage: I never heard him even lament the 
| Fr Lee., diſregard ſhewn to Irene, which however was 
a violent favourite with him, and much was 
he offended when having aſked me once, 
«© what ſingle ſcene afforded me moſt pleaſure 
of all our tragick drama;” I, little thinking of 
his play's exiſtence, named, perhaps with haſty 
impropriety, “the dialogue between Syphax 
and Juba, in Addiſon's Cato.” Nay, nay, re- 
plied he, if you are for declamation, I hope 
my two ladies have the better of them all. 
This piece however lay dormant many years, 
 ſhelfed (in the manager's phraſe) from the 
time Mr. Peter Garrick preſented it firſt on 
Fleetwood's table, to the hour when his bro- 
ther David obtained due influence on the 
theatre, on which it crawled through nine 
nights, ſupported by cordials, but never ob- 
taining popular applauſe. I aſked him then 
to name a better ſcene ; he pitched on that 


_ between 


8 


— e 


profeſſion of an actor: when Garrick was 7. 


apply, ſays our Doctor to Mr. Thrale, Ill 75 45 . 3 4 A 
black-ball him. Who, Sir? Mr. Garrick, 4 Mi 
your friend, your companion, —black- ball 2 rarer || A 


like ours 


him at Bolt-court, and Frank could not im- S —— fron oy 


© ſee, Madam, wherever you go there are no ZN 


- wg rf "=o 
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Literary Club many years ago,—If he does of e 84 7 
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between Horatio and Lothario, in Rowe's 
Fair Penitent; but Mr. Murphy ſhewed 1 I 
him afterwards that it was borrowed from || 
Maſſinger, and had not the merit of ori- 


ginality. | 
It is welt known that Johnſon deſpiſed the Ls ne? * 


. 
<1 
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talked of as candidate for admiſſion into the 


him!” Why, Sir, I love my little David 9 e. 


dearly, better than all or any of his flatterers 
do, but ſurely one * to ſit in a ſociety 


Unelbow'd by : a | gameſter, pimp, or play'r. 


bs. ſpite of this ill-founded contempt, he 4 300 a. 


Perſuaded himſelf to treat Mrs. Siddons with, ik 47 S 
great politeneſs, and ſaid when ſhe called on an, a, , reals 


ce A- 
78 , 


22 19 
« ſeats to be got.” Johnſon's readineſs was 2 7M | 
indeed conſpicuous above all his other un. 5 4, i 
Ce 2 common 19 


mediately provide her with a chair, You 
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common powers. I aſked him one day, why 
the Idlers were publiſhed without mottoes ? 
ee, San x met he replied, that it was forborne the better to 
_ P: **© conceal himſelf and eſcape diſcovery : But let 
| 9K 29 , _ us think of ſome now, ſaid he, for the next 
7 a 44 Fe edition; we can fit the two volumes in two 
ans cite cover hours, can't we? Accordingly he recollected, 
2 . and I wrote down theſe following, till ſome 
friend coming in, in about five minutes, put 
an end to our further progreſs on the ſubject, 
nor did I ever again ſee the card they were 
written on till two or three weeks ago. 


Motto for the paper of the Bracelet. No. 39. 
Nec genus ornatus unum, quod quamque decebit 
Eligat. Ovip. Ars Amat. 3. 135. 
For the Anatomical Novices. No. 17. 


Surge . Carnifex. 
Mac NAS to u. 


For No. 88. 
Hodie quid egiſti? 


For tlie paper about the Debtors. No. 22. 


Ob nomen dulce libertatis! Oh jus eximium noſtræ 
civitatis!  __-C1CERO, 


For 
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For Tim Ranger's Letters. No. 62. 64. 
Quid faciam? preſcribe. STE 
Duieſcas, Hon. 
For Omar the Prudent. No. 101. 


Carpe hilaris—fuget heu! non revocanda dies. 


For Hacho, King of Lapland. No. 96. 
Qui ſe volet eſſe potentem, 


Animos domet ille feroces: 
Nec victa libidine colla, 
Fadis ſubmittat habenis. BokTRHIus. 


For Dick Shifter. No. 71. 
Celan le ſelve angui, leoni, ed orgi 
Dentro il lor verde. AMINTA del T ass0. 


For Molly Quick. No. 46. 
Fugit ad ſalices, ſed ſe cupit ante videri, Vir. 


And now what remains? after having re- 
viewed the letters of a dead friend, whoſe 
lips while living breathed ſentences of in- 
ſtruction, ſurpaſſed by thoſe of no n- inſpired 
teacher, and whoſe writings called in elegance 
to adorn, and erudition to engrave thoſe pre- 


Cc3 | cepts; 


1 bow 
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cepts; whoſe life paſſed in the practiee of 
refined morality, ending in a death which 
| atteſted the pureſt faith ; what remains but to 
1 1 reflect, that by that death no part of Johnſon - 
periſhed which had power by form to recom- 
mend his real excellence; nothing that did 
not diſgrace the ſoul which it contained: like 
ſome fine ſtatue, the boaſt of Greece and 
Rome, plaſtered up into deformity, while caſts 
are preparing from it to improve ſtudents, 
and diffuſe the knowledge of its merit; bur 
dazzling only with complete perfection, when 
the groſs and awkward covering is removed, 
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LETTER COOLER 
Dr. JOHNSON to Mis BOOTHBY. 


DEAREST MADAM, January 1, 1755. 


FT Hoven I am afraid your illneſs leaves 
you little leiſure for the reception of airy 
civilities, yet I cannot forbear to pay you my 
congratulations on the new year; and to de- 
clare my wiſhes, that your years to come may 
be many and happy. In this wiſh indeed I © 
include myſelf, who have none but you on 
whom my heart repoſes; yet ſurely I wiſh 
your good, even though your ſituation were 
ſuch as ſhould permit you to communicate no 
gratifications to, 


Deareſt, deareſt Madam, 


Your, Oe. | 


EJ-- 
64 5 
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LETTER CCCLVL, 


To the Same, 


DEAREST MADAM, Jan. 3, 1755. 


oBO D but you can recompenſe me for 

the diſtreſs which I ſuffered on Monday 
night. Having engaged Dr. Lawrence to let 
me know, at whatever hour, the ſtate in 
which he left you; I concluded when he ſtaid 
ſo long, that he ſtaid to ſee my deareſt expire. 
I was compoling myſelf as I could to hear 


what yet I hoped not to hear, when his ſer- 
vant brought me word that you were bettter. 
Do you continue to grow better? Let my dear 


little Miſs inform me on a card. I would not 
have you write leſt it ſhould hurt you, and 
conſequently hurt lkewite, 


Deareſt Madam, 
Your, Nc. 
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LETTER CCCLVII 
To the Same, 


: DEAR MADAM, | Dec. 3o, 1755. 
13 again midnight, and I am again alone. 
With what meditation ſhall T amuſe this 
waſte hour of darkneſs and vacuity? If I turn 
my thoughts upon myſelf, what do I perceive 
but a poor helpleſs being, reduced by a blaſt 
of wind to weakneſs and miſery? How my 
preſent diſtemper was brought upon me I can 
give no account, but impute it to ſome ſud- 


den ſucceſſion of cold to heat; ſuch as in the 


common road of life cannot be avoided, and 
againſt which no precaution can be taken. 


Of the fallaciouſneſs of hope, and the un- 
certainty of ſchemes, every day gives ſome 
new proof; but it is ſeldom heeded, till ſome- 
thing rather felt than ſeen, awakens attention. 
This illneſs, in which I have ſuffered ſome- 
thing and feared much more, has depreſſed 
my confidence and elation; and made me con- 
ſider all that I have promiſed myſelf, as leſs 
; | certain 
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certain to be attained or enjoyed. I have en- 


deavoured to form reſolutions of a better life; 
but J form them weakly, under the conſciouſ- 


neſs of an external motive. Not that I con- 


ceive a time of ſickneſs a time improper for 


recollection and good purpoſes, which I be- 


lieve diſeaſes and calamities often ſent to pro- 


duce, but becauſe no man can know how 
little his performance will anſwer to his pro- 
miſes; and deſigns are nothing in human 
eyes till they are realiſed by execution. 


Continue, my Deareſt, your prayers for me, 


that no good reſolution may be vain. You 
think, I believe, better of me than I deſerve. 
I hope to be in time what I wiſh to be; and 


what I have hitherto ſatisfied m__ too readily 
with only wiſhing. 


Your billet brought me what I much wiſhed 
to have, a proof that J am ſtill remembered 


by you at the hour i in which I moſt deſire it! 


The Doctor is anxious about you. - He 


thinks you too negligent of yourſelf; if you 
will promiſe to be cautious, I will exchange 


promiſes, as we have already exchanged in- 


junctions. However, do not write to me 
more than you can eaſily bear; do not inter- 
rupt your eaſe to write at all. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Fitzherbert ſent to-day to offer me ſome 
wine; the people about me ſay I ought to ac- 
cept it, I ſhall therefore be obliged to him if 
he will ſend me a bottle. 


There has gone about a report that I died 


to-day, which I mention, leſt you ſhould hear 
it and be alarmed. You ſee that I think my 
death may alarm you; which for me is to 
think very highly of earthly friendſhip. I 
believe it aroſe from the death of one of my 
neighbours. You know Des Cartes's argu- 
ment, © I think, therefore I am.” It is as 
good a conſequence, © I write, therefore T am 
« alive.” I might give another, I am alive, 


therefore I love Miſs Boothby; but that I 4, A. 42 
hope « our friendſhip may be of e of far longer du- Ame 


ration than life. 


I am, deareſt Madam, 
with ſincere affection, 


———_— 
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LETTER CCCLVII. 
To the Same, 


MY SWEET ANGEL, 1 


I HAVE read your book, I am afraid you will 

think without any great improvement; 
whether you can read my notes I know not. 
You ought not to be offended; I am perhaps 


as ſincere as the writer, In all things that 


terminate here I ſhall be much guided by your 
influence, and ſhould take or leave by your 
direction; but I cannot teceive my religion 
from any human hand. I deſire however to he 
inſtructed, and am far from mY — 
perfect. 


I beg you to return the book when you 
have looked into it. I ſhould not have written 
what is in the margin, had I not had it from 


you, or had I not intended to ſhew it you. 


It affords me a new conviction, that in 
theſe books there 1s little new, except new 
forms of expreſſion; which may be ſometimes 


taken, even by the writer, for new doctrines. 
1 ſin- 


& 
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I ſincerely hope that God, whom you b 
much deſire to ſerve aright, will bleſs you, 
and reſtore you to health, if he ſees it beſt. 


Surely no human underſtanding can pray for 


any thing temporal otherwiſe than condition- 
ally. Dear Angel, do not forget me. My 
heart is full of tenderneſs. 


It has pleaſed God to permit me to be much 
better; which I believe will pleaſe you. 


_ Give me leave, who have thought much 
on medicine, to propoſe to you an eaſy, and 
think a very probable remedy for indigeſtion 
and lubricity of the bowels. Dr. Lawrence 
has told me your caſe. Take an ounce of 
dried orange-peel finely powdered, divide it 
into ſcruples, and take one ſcruple at a time 
in any manner ; the beſt way is perhaps to 
drink it in a glaſs of hot red port, or to eat it 
firſt and drink the wine after it. If you mix 
cinnamon or nutmeg with the powder, it were 


not worſe; but it will be more bulky, and fo. 


more troubleſome. This 1s a medicine not 
_ diſguſting, not coſtly, ealily tried, and if not 
found uſeful, eaſily left off. 


I would not have you 4 it to the Doc- 
tor as mina Phylicians do not love intruders; 


Jet 
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yet do not take it without his leave. But do 
not be eaſily put off, for it is in my opinion 
very likely to help you, and not likely to do 
you harm; do not take too much in haſte; a 
ſeruple once in three hours, or about five 
fcruples a-day, will be ſufficient to begin, or 
leſs, if you find any averſion. I think uſing 
ſugar with it might be bad; if ſyrup, uſe old 
ſyrup of quinces : but even that I do not like, 
I ſhould think better of conſerve of ſloes. 
Has the Doctor mentioned the bark? in pow- | 
der you could hardly take it; perhaps you 
might take the infuſion. 


Do not think me troubleſome, I am full of 
care. I love you and honour you; and am 
very unwilling to loſe you. 


I am, Madam, 


Your, Vc. 


My compliments to my dear Miſs. 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 399 


* - 


LETTER GUN 
To the Same. 


| DEAREST DEAR, Saturday. 


AM extremely obliged t to you for the kind- 
& neſs of your enquiry, After I had written 
to you, Dr. Lawrence came, and would have 

given ſome oil and ſugar, but I took Rheniſh 
and water, and recovered my voice. I yet 
cough much, and fleep ill. I have been vi- 
ſited by another Doctor to-day; but I laughed 
at his Balſam of Peru. I faſted on Tueſday, 
Wedneſday, and Thurſday, and felt neither 
hunger nor faintneſs. I have dined yeſterday 
and to-day, and found little refreſhment. I 
am not much amiſs; but can no more ſleep 
than if my deareſt lady were angry at, 


. 


Town, Oc. 


— —H— 


398 LETTERS TO AND FROM 


yet do not take it without his leave. But do 
not be eaſily put off, for it is in my opinion 
very likely to help you, and not likely to do 
you harm; do not take too much in haſte; a 
ſeruple once in three hours, or about five 
fcruples a-day, will be ſufficient to begin, or 
leſs, if you find any averſion. I think uſing 
ſugar with it might be bad; if ſyrup, uſe old 
ſyrup of quinces : but even that I do not like. 
I ſhould think better of conſerve of ſloes. 
Has the Doctor mentioned the bark? in pow- 
der you could hardly take it; perhaps _ 
might take the infuſion, 


Do not think me troubleſome, I am full of 
care. TI love you and honour you; and am 


very unwilling to loſe you. 


Phe tran phraſe ¶ Au je vous recommande. 


A — === 
— — 


Te . 
— — 


I am, Madam, 


Your, &c, 


My compliments to my dear Miſs. 


Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 499 
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LETTER: GU 
To the Same. 


| DEAREST DEAR, | Saturday. 


1 A extremely obliged to you for the kind- 
1 neſs of your enquiry. After I had written 
to you, Dr. Lawrence came, and would have 
given ſome oil and ſugar, but I took Rheniſh 
and water, and recovered my voice. I yet 


cough much, and ſleep ill. I have been vi- 


ſited by another Doctor to-day; but I laughed 


at his Balſam of Peru. I faſted on Tueſday, 


Wedneſday, and Thurſday, and felt neither 
Hunger nor faintneſs. I have dined yeſterday 
and to-day, and found little refreſhment. I 

am not much amiſs; but can no more ſleep 
than if my deareſt lady were angry at, 


Madam, 
Your, c. 
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PFTCLFTTER OOO. 
To the Same. | 
HONOURED MADAM, January 8, 1756; 
I BEG of you to endeavour to live. I have 
returned your Zaw, which however I ear- 
neſtly entreat you to give me. I am in great 
trouble; if you can write three words to me, 


be pleaſed to do it. I am afraid to ſay much,, 


and cannot ſay nothing when my deareſt is in 
danger. 


The all- merciful Gop have mercy on you. 
Jam, Madam, 


Your, &c. 


4 


EETTER- GU 


. 
Dr. JOHNSON to Miſs „„ 33 
MADAM, Joly 19, 1735. 


1 KNOW not how liberally your generoſity 
would reward thoſe who ſhould do you 
any ſervice, when you can ſo kindly acknow- 


17 ledge 
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ledge a favour which I intended only to my- 
ſelf. That accidentally hearing that you were 
in town, I made haſte to enjoy an interval of 
pleaſure which I found would be fhort,- was 
the natural conſequence of that ſelf-love which 
is always buſy. in queſt of happineſs ; of that 
happineſs which we often miſs when we think 
it near, and ſometimes find when we imagine 
it loſt, When I had miſſed you, I went away 
diſappointed ; and did. not know that my 
vexation would be ſo amply repaid by ſo kind 
a letter. A letter indeed can but imperfectly 
_ ſupply the place of its writer, at leaſt of ſuch 
a writer as you; and a letter which makes me 
ſtill more deſire your preſence, is but a weak 
_ conſolation under the neceſſity of living longer 
without you; with this however I muſt be for 
a time content, as much content at leaft as diſ- 
content will ſuffer me; for Mr. Baretti being a 
ſingle being in this part of the world, and en- 
tirely clear from all engagements, takes the 
advantage of his independence, and will come 
before me; for which if I could blame him, I 
ſhould puniſh him; but my own heart tells 
me, that he only does to me, what, it I could, 
I ſhould do to him. | h N 

„0 _—_ n 
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woods growing, and the breeze whiſtling, and 
the birds ſinging, and her own heart dancing. 

And for you, Madam, whoſe heart cannot 
yet dance to ſuch muſick, I know not what 
to hope; indeed I could hope every thing that 


- would pleaſe you, except that perhaps the ab- 


ſence of higher pleaſures i is neceſſary to keep 


ſome little place vacant in your remembrance 
for, 


Madam, 
Your, oc. 


LETTER CCCLXIL 
Dr. JOHNSON to J— S— Eſq. 


N DEAR SIR, 


Conᷣ NI ATE your letters regularly. 
Your father's inexorability not only 


grieves but amazes me. He is your father. 


He was always accounted a wiſe man; nor 


do I remember any thing to the diſadvantage 
of his good nature; but in his refuſal to aſſiſt 


you, there 1s neither-good nature, fatherhood, 
nor wiſdom. 


It 


Di. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 40 


It is the practice of good nature to over- 
lool faults, which have already by the con- 
ſequence puniſhed the delinquent. It is natu- 
ral for a father to think more favourably than 
others of children; and it is always wiſe to 
give aſſiſtance, while a little help will prevent 
the neceſſity of greater: If you married im- 
prudently, you married at your own hazard, 
"at an age when you had a right of choice. It 
would be hard if the man might not chuſe 


his own wife who has a right to plead before 


the judges of his country. 

If your imprudence has ended in difficulties 
and inconveniences, you are yourſelf to ſup- 
port them; and with the help of a little better 
health you would . them, and _— 
them. 


Surely that want which accident and ſicks. 
neſs produce is to be ſupported in every re- 
gion of humanity, though there were neither 


friends nor fathers in the world. You have 


certainly from your father the higheſt claim 
of charity, though none of right; and there- 
fore I would counſel you, to omit no decent 

nor manly degree of importunity. 
Your debts in the whole are not large; and 
of the ꝛchole, but a ſmall part is troubleſome. 
D o 2 Small 


4 
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Small debts are like ſmall ſhot; they are rat- 
tling on every ſide, and can ſcarcely be eſcaped 
without a wound. Great debts are like can- 
non of loud noiſe but little danger ; you muſt 
therefore be enabled to diſcharge petty de- 


mands, that you may have leiſure with ſecu- 


rity to ſtruggle with the reſt. Neither the 
great nor little debts diſgrace you. I am ſure 
you have my eſteem, for the courage with 
which you contracted them, and the ſpirit 
with which you endure them, I wiſh my 
eſteem could be of more uſe. 


I have been invited, or have invited myſelf, 
to ſeveral parts of the kingdom; and will not 
incommode my dear Lucy, by coming to 
Lichfield while her preſent lodging is of any 
ule to her. I hope in a few days to be at 
leiſure, and to make viſits. Whither I ſhall 
fly is matter of no importance; a man un- 
connected is at home every where, unleſs he 
may be ſaid to be at home no where. I am 
ſorry, dear Sir, that where you have parents, 


a man of your merits ſhould not have a home. 


I wiſh I could give it yOu. 


I am, Dear Sir 


. your's, 


Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 4035 


LETTER coor 
Da. JOHNSON to Mr. SAS T RES. 


DEAR SIR, Aſhbourne, Auguſt 21, 1784. 


I AM glad that a letter has at laſt reached 

you; What became of the two former, 
which were directed to Mortimer inſtead of 
Margaret Street, IJ have no means of know- 
ing, nor is it worth the while to enquire; 
they neither encloſed bills, nor contained ſe- 
Crets. 


Muy health was for ſome time quite at a 
ſtand, if it did not rather go backwards; but 
for a week paſt it flatters me with appearances 
of amendment, which J dare yet hardly credit. 
My breath has been certainly leſs ol. Kructed 
for eight days; and yeſterday the water ſeem- 
ed to be diſpoſed to a fuller flow. But I get 
very little ſleep; and my legs do not like to 
carry me. | 


' You were kind in paying my forfeits at the 
club; it cannot be expected that many ſhould 
Dd 3 meet 
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meet in the ſummer, however they that con- 
tinue in town ſhould keep up appearances as 


well as they can. J hope to be again among 


you. f 


1 ths you had told me Aiſtindtly the miſ- 
takes in the French words. The French is 
but a ſecondary and ſubordinate part of your 
deſign; exactneſs, however, f in all parts is ne- 


ceſſary, though complete exactneſs cannot be 


attained ; and the French are ſo well ſtocked 
with dictionaries, that a little attention may 
ealily keep you ſafe from groſs faults ; and as 
you work on, your vigilance will be quick- 
ened, and your obſervation regulated ; you 
will better know your own wants, and learn 
better whence they may be ſupplied. Let me 
know minutely the whole ſtate of your nego- 
tiations. Dictionaries are like watches, the 


worſt is better than none, and the beſt cannot 
be expected to go quite true, 


The weather here is very ſtrange ſummer 
weather; and we are here two degrees nearer 


the north than you. I was I think loath to 


think a fire neceſſary in July, till I found one 


in the ſervants hall, and thought myſelf en- 
titled to as much warmth as them, 


I wiſh 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 40% 


I wiſh you would make it a taſk to your- 
ſelf to write to me twice a week; a letter is a 
great relief to, 


Dear Sir, 


Your, Tc, 


LET T.FR CCCLXIV. 
To the Same. 


DEAR SIR, Aſhbourne, Sept. 2, 1734. 


OUR critick ſeems to me to be an exquiſite 
_ Frenchman ; his remarks are nice; they 
would at leaſt have eſcaped me. I wiſh you 
better luck with your next ſpecimen; though 
if ſuch flips as theſe are to condemn a dic- 
tionary, I know not when a dictionary will 
be made. I cannot yet think that gourmander 
is wrong; but I have here no means of veri- 
fying my opinion, — 


My health, by the mercy of God, ſtill im- 
proves; and I have hope of ſtanding the Eng- 
liſh winter, and of ſeeing you, and reading 
Petrarch at Bolt-court ; but let me not flatter 

Dd 4 : _ myſelf 
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myſelf too much. Iam yet weak, but "ger 
than I was, | 


I ſuppoſe the dub i is now almoſt b 
but we ſhall I hope meet again. We have loſt 
poor Allen; a yery worthy man, and to me a 
very kind and officious neighbour. 


Of the pieces aſcribed by Bembo to Virgil, 
the Dzrce (aſcribed I think to Valerius Cato), 
the Coba and the Moretum are, together with 
the Culex and Ceiris, in Scaliger's Appendix 
ad Virgilium. The reſt I never heard the name 
of before. 


I am highly pleafed with your account of 
the gentleman and lady with whom you lodge; 
ſuch characters have ſufficient attractions to 
draw me towards them; you are lucky to 
light upon them in the caſual commerce of 


life. 


Continne, "We Sir, to write to me; and let 
me hear any thing or nothing, as the chance 


of the day may be. 
I am, Sir, 2 


You r, 9's, 


Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 409 


L ET TER CCCLXV. 
To the Same. 


DEAR SIR, 8 Aſhbourne, Sept. « 1784. 
War you have told me of your landlord 
and his lady at Brompton, has made 


them ſuch favourites, that I am not ſorry to hear 


how you are turned out of your lodgings, be- 
cauſe the good is greater to them than the evil 
1s to you. 


The death of dear Mr. Allen gave me pain. 


When after ſome time of abſence I viſit a 


town, I find my friends dead ; when I leave 
a Place, I am followed with intelligence, that 
the friend whom I hope to meet at my return 
is ſwallowed in the grave. This is a gloomy 
ſcene ; but let us learn from it to prepare for 
our own removal. Allen is gone; Saſtres and 


Johnſon are haſting after him; may we be both 


as well prepared! 


I again wiſh your next ſpecimen ſucceſs, 


Paymiſireſs can hardly be ſaid without a pre- 
face, (it may be expreſſed by a word perhaps 
not in uſe, Pay miſtreſs). 


7 8 5 The 
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The club is, it ſeems, totally deſerted ; but 

as the forfeits go on, the houſe does not fuf- 

fer; and all clubs I ſuppoſe are unattended in 


the ſummer. We ſhall I hope meet in winter, 
and be cheerful. 


After this week, do not write to me till 
you hear again from me, for I know not well 
where I ſhall be; I have grown weary of the 
ſolitude of this place, and think of removal. 


Your, Vc. 


LETTER CCCLAVE. 
To the Same. 


SIR, | Lichfield, October 20, 1784. 


wor have abundance of naughty tricks; is 
this your way of writing to a poor ſick 
friend twice a week? Poſt comes after poſt, 
and brings no letter from Mr. Saſtres. If you 
know any thing, write and tell it; if you 
know nothing, write and ſay that you know 
nothing. 


What 


' Da. SAMUEL JOHNSON. arr 


What comes of the ſpecimen? If the book- 


ſellers want a ſpecimen, in which a keen cri- 
tick can ſpy no faults, they muſt wait for 
another generation. Had not the Cruſca 


— faults? Did not the Academicians of France 


commit many faults ? It is enough that a dic- 
tionary is better than others of the ſame kind. 
A perfect performance of any kind is not to 


be expected, and certainly not a perfect die- 


tionary. 


Mrs. Deſmoulines never writes, and I know 


not how things go on at home; tell me, dear 
Sir, what you can, 


If Mr. Seward be in town tell me his direc- 
tion, for J ought to write to him. 


1 am very weak, and have bad nights. 
I am, dear Sir, 


Your, Oc. 


——— — 


LETTER CCCLXVIL 
To the Same. 


PDE AR SIR, lichfield, Nov. 1, 1784. 


| — BEG you to continue the frequency of your 


letters; every letter is a cordial; but you 
muſt not wonder that I do not anſwer with 
exact punctuality, You may always have 


ſomething to tell: you live among the various 


orders of mankind, and may make a letter 
from the exploits, ſometimes of the philoſo- 
pher, and ſometimes of the pickpocket. You 
ſee ſome ballons ſucceed and ſome miſcarry, 
and a thouſand ftrange and a thouſand fooliſh 


things. But I ſee nothing; J muſt make my 


letter from what I feel, and what I feel with 
ſo little delight, that I cannot love to talk of 
it. | 

I am certainly not to come to town, but do 
not omit to write; for I know not when I ſhall 
come, and the loſs of a letter is not much. 


J am, dear Sir, 


Your, Oc. 


END OF THE LETTERS. 
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VERSES addreſſed to Dr. LAWRENCE, 
compoſed by Dr. JOHNSON, as he lay 
confined with an inflamed Eye. 


ANGUINE dum tumido ſufſuſus flagrat ocellus, / 
Deliciaſque fugit ſolitas ſolitoſque labores ; 
Damnatus tenebris, lectoque affixus inerti, nog 
Quid mecum peragam, quod tu dotiifſime poſſes been / T7” ho, 
Laurenti ſaltem facili, dignarier aure? _—” 
Humane mentis, rerum ſe paſcere formis, | * 2 2 
Eft proprium, et quavis captare indagine verum, 
Omnibus unus amor, non eſt modus unus amoris. 
Sunt, qui curriculo timidi verſantur in arcto, 
Duos ſoli ducunt ſenſus, ſolus docet uſus ; 
Dui fibi ſat ſapiunt, contenti noſcere quantum 
Vel digiti trattant, oculus vel ſentit et auris : 
Tantundem eſt illis, repleat ſpatia ardua cali 
Materia, vaſtum an late pandatur inane. 
Scire vices ponti facile eſt, nibil amplius optant 
Nec quærunt quid luna tuo cum fluctibus orbi. 
Sic ſibi diſſiſi, lenta experientia curſum 
Qua ſulcat, reptant tuti per lubrica vitæ. 
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Altera pars hominum, ſanktæ rationis alumni 
Permiſſum credit, nudas ſibi ſiſtere cauſas; 
Materieinque rudem, magneque parentis adeſſe 
Conciliis, verique ſacros recludere fontes. 

Gens illa, impatiens per ſingula quegue vagandi 
Tentat iter brevius, magno conamine ſummam 
Nature invadens, mundique elementa refingens 
Levia ſerratis miſcens, quadrata rotundis, 
Corpora cuniia ſuis geſtit variare figuris. 

, Particulaſque locans certas certo ordine, pulchram 
* Campage! agem edificat, celorum atque etheris ignes. 
— rerumque modos ac fædera ponit. 

Hi ſunt, quos animi genera inſania magni 

In ſublime rapit, queis terra et pontus et aer 
Sub pedibus Jubjeta jacent; queis ultima primis 
Nexa patent; hi ſunt quos nil mirabile turbat 
Nil movet inſolitum, ſub legibus omnia fictis 
Dum ſtatuunt, cauſiſque audent prefigere metam. 


TRANSLATION of the foregoing VERSES. 
By Mrs. P10zz1. 


Cox: DEMN'D to ſhun bright Sol's reviving ray, 
While my tir'd ſight ſhrinks at th' approach of 
day, 
Each pleaſing taſk become my preſent dread, 
Chain'd down by darkneſs to a lazy bed; 


| What 


* 
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What happy periods, worthy of thy care, 

Oh learned Lawrence! can thy friend prepare! 

Mong ſhadowy forms the phantom Truth to find,) 

Is ſtill the hope of ev'ry human mind, 

Inclin'd by paſſion all but variouſly inclin'd. 
Some roll their timid wheel at ſmall expence, : 

O'er the known track of Cuſtom and of Senſe, 

Depending on their touch, their taſte, their eyes, 

Newton alike and Berkeley they deſpiſe: 

Careleſs through empty ſpace. though planets roll, 

Or cluſt ring atoms fill the crowded whole; 

Such ſouls unmov'd can Ocean's waſtes ſurvey, 


Nor aſk what influence its tides obey: 


Contented creep in cold Experience” train, 
Lurk in the furrow, and neglect the grain. 


O thers, all glowing with Promethean fire, 


Strain their ſtrong pow'rs to ſearch and to enquire ;- 


Hunt parent Nature to her laſt receſs, 
Force her retreats, and rend her ſacred dreſs; 
The ſource of Truth impatient to purſue, 
Her winding paths they ſcorn, cut out a new, 


Form fancy'd ſcenes of elemental ſtrife, 


Exalt material beings into life, 
Find neither ſquare, nor round, nor rough amiſs; 


All bend before the warm hypotheſis; 


Till tortur'd Nature feigning to obey, 
Her fires they light, her coruſcations play, 
Build airy fabricks in th' offended ſky, 
And term the bold attempt Diſcovery. 


II. Ee: Such 
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Such ſouls ſublime ſee earth, and air, and light, 
Stretch'd at their feet, nor wonder at the ſight; 
No knot perplexes, and no labour tires, 
While thirſt of knowledge urges and inſpires; 


For Deſtiny ſtill faithful to his charge, 
Conjecture only leaves to rove at large. . 


TRANSLATIONS from BOETHIUS 
DE CONSOLATIONE PHAQSOPHIM: | 


Book 3 and 2. 


1 countleſs as the grains of ſand 
That roll at Eurus' loud command; 


Though countleſs as the lamps of night 
That glad us with vicarious light; 
Fair Plenty, gracious queen, ſhou'd pour 
The bleſſings of a golden ſhow'r, 

Not all the gifts of Fate combin'd - 
Would eaſe the hunger. of the mind, 

But ſwallowing all the mighty ſtore, 
Rapacity would call for more; 

For ſtill where wiſhes moſt abound 
 Unquench'd the thirſt of gain is found; 
In vain the ſhining gifts are ſent, 

Far none are rich without content. 


eon comme , SIR 
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Book II. Metre 4. 


Wour DST thou to ſome ſtedfaſt ſeat, 
Out of Fortune's pow'r retreat ? 


Wouldſt thou, when fierce Eurus blows, 


Calmly reſt in ſafe repoſe? 
Wouldſt thou ſee the foaming main, 
Toſſing rave, but rave in vain? 
Shun the mountain's airy brow, 
Shun the ſea-ſapp'd ſand below; 
Soon th' aſpiring fabrick falls, 
When loud Auſter ſhakes her walls, 
Soon the treach'rous ſands retreat, 
From beneath the cumb'rous weight. 
Fix not where the tempting height 
Mingles danger with delight; 


Safe upon the rocky ground, 

Firm and low thy manſion found; 

There, mid tempeſts loudeſt roars, 

Daſhing waves and ſhatter'd ſhores, 
Thou ſhalt ſit and ſmile to ſee 

All the world afraid but thee, 

Lead a long and peaceful age, 

And deride their utmoſt rage. 


E e 2 
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Book m. Metre 1. 


By Dr. J OHNSON and Mrs. Prozar®, 


* E prudent Bind, intent on gain, 


Muſt clear the ground to ſow the *. 
And Ceres' richeſt gifts abound, 
Where late the rankeft weeds were found; 
To him whom painful taſtes aunoy, 
Sweet honey yields à double joy; 

The tempeſt gives the calm delight, © 

The morning owes ber charms to night; 
And thus the mind tormented long 
With wild viciſſitudes of wrong, 
Contemns at length the treach'rous toys, 
And real * nn. 


— : , 4 
Bock II. Metre 8 
By Dr. Jonnson, and Mrs. Prozzr, . 


TH ROUGH Gripus' grounds let rich rain | 


roll, 
No golden ſands can ſitisfy his ſoul ; 


Though chains of pearl bow down his penfive 3 


Though a whole hecatomb his acres tread, 


No wealth his life from weary care can ſave, 


No care his wealth can carry to the grave. 


The lines printed in 1ralics were written by Mrs, Pioz zt. 


PO FEM S. 
Book III. Metre 4. 
By Dr. Joansown and Mrs. Piozzr. 


AINLY the Tyrian purple bright, 
Vainly the pear!'s pellucid white, 
The tyrant Nero ffrove t adorn, 

Who liv'd our barred and our ſcoru; 

His choice our ſacred ſeats diſgrac'd, 

His conduct human kind Qebas'd: 

If ſuch on earth can bliſs beſtow, 

Say, what is happineſs below? 


Book III. Metre 5. 
By Dr. Jon NSON, 


Fur man who pants for ample ſway, 
Muſt bid his paſſions all obey ; 

Muſt bid each wild deſire be ſtill, 

Nor yoke his reaſon with his will: 
For though beneath thy haughty by 
Warm India's ſupple ſens theuld bow, 
Though northern elites eonftls thy ſway, 
Which erſt in froſt and freedom lay, 

If Sorrow pine or Avarice crave, 


Bow down and own thyſelf a ſlave, ö * 
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Book III. Metre 6. 
By Dr. Jenxsox and Mrs. PIOz zi. 
I 


LL men, throughout the peopled earth, : 
From one ſublime beginning ſpring; 
All from one ſource derive their birth, 


The ſame their parent and their king. 


. 
At his command proud Titan glows, 
And Luna lifts ber horn on higb; 
His hand this earth on man beftows, 


And firews-with ſtars the ſpangled ky. 


„ = 

From her high ſeats he drew the ſoul, 
And in this earthly- cage confin'd; 

To wond'ring worlds produc'd the whole, 
Eſſence divine with matter join'd. 


IV. 

Since then alike all men derive 
From God humſelf their noble race, 

Why ſhould the witleſs mortals ſtrive 
For vulgar anceſtry and place? 


T.. 
Why boaſt their birth before his eyes, 
Who holds no human creature mean; 
Save him whoſe ſoul enſlav'd to Vice, 
Deſerts her nobler origin ? = 


P O E MS. 
Book III. Metre 12. 
By Dr. JoynsoN and Mrs. Prozz1. 


Herr he, whoſe eyes have view'd 
The tranſparent Fount of Good; 

Happy whoſe unfetter'd mind 

Leaves the load of earth behind. | 

Though when Orpheus made his moan 

For his lovely conſort gone, 

Though the hind approach'd to hear 

W here the lioneſs ſtood near, | 

And attentive to the ſound 

Hares forgot the following hound, 

Round him danc'd the liſt'ning woods, 


Silent wonder ſtopt the floods, 
Grief and madneſs. unrepreſs'd, 


Rag'd within the maſter's breaſt, 
While t' aſſuage the pangs of love, 
Verſe and muſick vainly ſtrove; 
Now he ſighs to Heav'n, and now 
Ruſhes on the realms below. 
There he breath'd his am'rous fire, 
There he touch'd his trembling hre, 
Warbling there his ſofter ſorrows, 
From his parent muſe he borrows 
Notes to touch each tender feeling, 
Numbers to each boſom ſtealing, 
Sigbs that ſilent meaſure keep, 
Groans that grieve and words. that weep. 
Theſe the hapleſs poet tries 
Jo regain his beauteous prize; 
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Nor in vain—ibe firings obey, 
Love and muick bear the foay, 
Cerberus rage thei. powers S_ 
Stern Alecto feels the charm, 
Tears from fierce Megera flow; 
While attentive to bis woe © 
Suddens flops Irion's wheel, 

Hells fierce hawk forgets his meal; 
Tantalus aſtoniſh'd ſtood, 
Scorning now th' o 'erflowing flood: 
Till at length ftern Pluto cried, 
Conquering Poet take thy bride; 
Purchas'd by the powerful ſong, 
All her charms to thee belong ; 
Only this command obey, 

Look not on her by the way ; ; 
Though reluctant, {till refrain, 
Till the realms of light you gain. 
But what laws can lovers awe ? 
Love alone to love is law: 

Juſt emerging into light, 
Orpheus turn'd his eager fight, 


Fondly view'd his following bride, 55 


Viewing loſt, and Tg died. 


To you whoſe gen ro wiſhes, riſe 


To court communion with the ies, 


To you the tale is told; 


When graſping bliſs th unſteady: mind LS 
Looks back on what ſhe left behind, JH 
She faints, and quits her hold. 
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